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MISCELLANY. 


BeholSy and lijlen , while the Fair 
Breaks infweet Sounds the willing Air ; 
Andy with her own Breathy Jans the Fire 
Which her bright Eyes do firji infpire ; 
What Reafon can that Love contrpuly 
Which more than one Way courts the Soul j 

E. W.a7/«r 
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JilU lovely Britifh Lap , 

Fra, Ladys Charlote, Anne, tad 
Jean, 

Demn to ilk homy paging Befs, 
Wba dance t barefoot on the Green] 

7} E AR LASSES, 

Tour mofi humble Slave, 

Who ne'er to ferve ye Jbeil decline $ 
Kneeling wad year Acceptance (rave, 

When heprefents this fma' Prepine. • 

THEN take it kindly to year Care, 

Revive it with your tunefu' Notes: 

Its Beauties will loekf-veet and fair, . 
j 1 r, f ln S f*ftb through your Throats . 



i* DEDICATION. 


T HR Wanton wee Thing will rejoice , 

When tented by afparkling E'e, 

The Spinnet tinkling with her Vj’uc, 

It lying on her lovely Knee . 

WHILE Kettles dringe on Ingles dure , 

Or Clajhes fiays the lazy Lafs , 

33 hir Sangs may ward you frae the [ovtr. 
And gayly vacant Minutes pafs. 

• 

N while the Ted's Jilt'd reeking round , 
Eat her than plot a tender Tongue, 

Treat a * the circling Lugs wit * Sound , 

Syne fafely Jtp when ye have fung . 

MAT Happinefs bad up your Hearts , 

And warm ye long with lovittg Tires, 
May Towers propitious play their Parts 
In matching you to your Dejires. 

Edin*- January 
• i. .1714. 

A. RAMSAY. 

J 

Bonny 
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Bony Chrifty. 

H O W (weedy fin ells the Simmer 
green? 

Swat tade the Peach and Cherry; 
Painting and Order pleafe our Een, 

And Claret makes us merry : 

But fined Colours, Fruits and Flowers, 
And Wine, tho’ I be thirdy. 

Loft a’ their Charms and weaker Power*, 
Compar’d with thofeof Chrifty. 

0 

When wandring o’er the dowry Park, 
No nat’ral Beauty wanting j 
How lightfomeis’t to hear the Lark, 

And Birds in ConTort chanting : 

A But 
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But if my Shrifly tunes her Voice, 

I’m rap’t in Admiration, 

My Thoughts with Extafies rejoice. 

And drap the hale Creadon. 

B 

When e’er the fmiles a kindly Glance, 

I take the happy Omen, 

And aften mint to make Advance, . 

Hoping (he’ll prove a Woman; 

But dubious of my ain Defcrt, 

Me Sentiments I fmothcr 
With feerct Sighs I vex my Heart, 

Por Fear (he love another. 

& 

Thus fang blate Edit by a Burn, 

His Chrijly did o’erhear him. 

She doughtna let her Lover mourn. 

But e’er he wift drew near him. 

She fpakc her Favour with a Look, 

Which left nae Room to doubt her. 

He wifely this white Minute took. 

And flang his Arms about her. 

My 
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, Mr Chrifty / — witnefs, bony Streamr, 
Sic Joys firac Tears arifing, 

I wifo this may na be a Dream; 

O Love the maid furpriiing ! 

Time was too precious now for Tauk, 
This Point of a’ his Wifocs, 

He wadna with fa Speeches bauk. 

But w air’d it a' on Kidcs. 



The Bujb aboon Traquhair. 

♦ 


ss 

H E a a me, ye Nymphs, and eveiy 
Swain, 

I’ll tell how P*zgy grieves me* 

Tho’ thus I languifo, thus complain, 
-Alas, foe ne’er believes me. 

A » My 
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My Vows and Sighs, like (Tent Air, 
Unheeded never move her; 

At the bony Bufh aboon Traquair , 

Twas there I fir ft did love her. 

as 

That Day fhcfmiTd, and made me glad. 
No Maid feem’d ever kinder, 

I thought my fdf the luckieft Lad, 

So fweetly there to find her. 

I try’d to footh my am’rous Flame, 

In Words that I thought tender. 

If more there fuCs'd, I’m not to blame, 

1 meant not to offend her. 

ss 

Yet now flic fcornful flies the Plain, 

The Fields we then frequented. 

If e’er we meet, flic (hews Difdain, 

She looks as ne’er acquainted. 

The bony Bufli bloom’d fair in May t 
Its Sweets I’ll ay remember ; 

But now her Frowns make it decay. 

It fades, as in ’Dtstmbtr. 

. Y B 
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Y e rural Powers, who hear my Strains^ 
Why thus (hould Ptggy grieve ? 

Oh ! make her Partner in my Pains, 

Then let her Smiles relieve me. 

If not, my Love will cum Defpair, 

My Paflton no more tender j 
I'll leave the Bufh aboon Traqtuur, 

To lonely Wilds I’ll wander. 

C. 



An ODE 


To the Tune 0/Polwarth on 
the Green . 

np H o Beauty, like the Rofe 

That (miles on Ptlufdrtb Green, 

In various Colours (hows, 

As Ms by Fancy (ben: 

A 3 
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Yet all its different Glories ly 
United in thy Face, 

And Virtue, like the Sun on high. 
Gives Rays to ev’ry Grace. 

So charming is her Air, 

So fniooth, fo calm her Mind, 
Thar to feme Angel’s Care 
Each Motion feems aflign’dr 
But yet fo chcarful, fprightly, gay. 
The joyful Moments fly. 

As if for Wings they ftolc the Ray 
She darteth from her Eye. 

❖ 

Kind am’rous Cupids, while 
With tuneful Voice (he fings, 
PcrfUme her Breath and ftmle. 
And wave their balmy Wings : 
But as the tender Blulhes rife. 

Soft Innocence doth warm, 
The Soul in blifcful Extaftes 
Diflolvcth in the Charm. 
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Tweed-Side • 


W Hat Beauties does Tier a difclofc ? 
How fweet arc her Smiles upon 
Tweed f 

Yet Alary's ftill Tweeter than thofe. 

Both Nature and Fancy exceed. 

Nor Daifie, nor fweet blufhing Rofc, 
Not all the gay Flowers of the Field y 
Not Tweed gliding gently thro’ thole, 

* Such Beauty and Plealiirc docs yield. 


The Warblers are heard in the Grove, 
The Linnet, the Lark and the Thrulh, 
The Black-bird, and fweet cooing Dove, 
With Mulick enchant ev’ry Bulh. 

Come let us go forth to the Mead, 

Let us fee how the Primrofes fpring. 
We'll lodge in Come Village on Tweed, 

And love while the feather’d Folks ling. 

How 
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m 

How iocs ray love pafs the long Day ? ; 

Does Mary not ’tend a few Sheep ? 

Do they never carelcfly ftray, 

.While happily (he lyes afleep ? 
TuwdVMurmures (hould lull her to Reft, 
Kind Nature indulging my Blifi, 

To relieve the foft Pains of my Brcaft, 

I'd ftcal an arabrofial Kifs. 

m 

fTi s (he does the Virgins exccll. 

No Beauty with her may compare. 
Love's Graces all round her do dwell. 
She’s faireft, where Thoufands arc (air. 
Say, Charmer, where do thy Hocks ftray? 

Oh! tell me at Noon where they feed} 
Shall I feck them on fweet winding Tay, 
Or the plealanter Banks of the Twttd. 

C 

& & 

a 
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To Ac Tunc of, Wt't my Hurt tbst tvt 
Jhmld funder. ^ 


I S Hamilla then my own, 

O the Dear, the charming Trcafiirct 
Fortune now in vain (hall frown. 

All my future Life » Pleafiire*. 

88 

S b i how rich with youthful Grace, 
Beauty warms her ev’ry Feature i 
Smiling Heaven is in her Face, 

All is gay, and aO is Nature.' 

88 

S e e what mingling Charms arifc, 

Rofy Smiles and kindling Bluthes j 
Love fits laughing in her Byes, 

And betrays her fecret Wilhes. 

Hastb 
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Haste then from eh ’ Idalian Grove ^ 
Infant Smiles, and Sports, and Graces, 
Spread the downy Couch for Love, 

And lull us in your Tweet Embraces. 

28 • 

Softest Raptures, pure from Noife, 
This fair happy Night furroud us. 

While a Thoofand fpritly joys 
Silent flutter all around us. 

. 88 

Thus unfowr’d with Care or Strife, 
Heaven ftill guard this deareft Bleffing, 
While we tread the Path of Life, 

Moving ftill, and ftill poflefling, 

. Si 

• 1 
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S O N G. 


L E t’i be jovial, fill our Glafla^ 
Madnds ’ds for us to jink, 
How the World is rul’d by Afie^ 
And the Wife are fway’d by Chinlt 
Tal la ra, Sec. 



Then never let vain Caret opprefs us, 
Riches are to them a Snare, 

We’re ev’ry one as rich as Crafus, 
While our Battle drowns our Care. 
la la ra, See ,• 


W INI 
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Wine will make us red as Roles, 

And our Sorrows quite forget. 

Come lee us fuddle all our Noles, 

Drink ourfelvcs quite out of Debt* 

Fa la ra y dec. 

Whin grim Death comes looking for us, 
We are topping at our Bowls, 

Backus joining in die Chorus y 
Death, bagone,- here’s none but Souls. 
Fa la ra, dec. 

❖ 

Godlike Backus thus commanding. 
Trembling Death away fhall fly. 

Ever after undemanding 
Drinking Souls can never dy. 

F* la ra, Ac. 
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Mutrland Willie.. 

H Arken and I will tdl you how 
Young Muirland Willie came to woo, 
Tho he cou’d neither (ay nor do j 
The Truth I tell to you. 

But ay he cries. What e'er betide, 

Ato&Sy Me ha’e her to be my Bride, 

W,th a fal , diA } See. 

O n his Gray Yad as he did ride, ° 
With Durk and Piftol by his Side, 

He prick’d her on wi’ mikle Pride, 

Wi’ mikle Mirth and Glee. 

Out o’er yon Mofs, out o’er yon Muir, 
Till he came to her Dady’s Door, 
Witb+~fal dal 3 Sec. 

' B Good 
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r Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
I’m come your Doghrer’s Love to win, 

I care no for making mcikle Din, 

What Anfwer gi’ ye me? 

Now, Wocr, quoth he, wou’d ye light 
down, 

* k 

I’fc gic ye my Doghtcr's Love to win, 

With a fal t dal , &c. 

Now, Wocr, fin ye arc lighted down, 
Where do ye win, or in what Town? 

I think my Doghtcr winna gloom 
On fick a Lad as ye. 

The Wocr he ftep’d up the Houle, 

And wow but he was wond’rous croufc. 
With a fal, dee. 

I have three Owfen in a Plough, 

Twa good ga’n Yads, and Gear enough. 
The Place they ca’ it Cadetteu^hi 
I fcorn to tell a Lie: 

Befidcs, I had frac the great Laird, ’’ 

A Peat-Par and a Lang -kail Yard, 

With 4 fal , dec* 

The ‘ 
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The Maid pat on her Kittle brown. 
She was the braweft in a’ the Town j 
I wat on him fhe did na gloom. 

But blinkit bonnilic. 

The Lover he ft ended up in Hafte, 

And gript her hard about the W aftc. 
With a fal, See. 

T o win your Love, Maid, Urn comehcrcr 
I’m young, and hae enough o' Gear, 

And for toy fell ye need na fear. 

Troth try me whan ye like. 

He took affhis Bonnet and fpat in his Chew, 
He dighted his Gab, and he pri’d her MouV 
With a faly See.. 

The Maiden blulht and bing’d fu' law. 
She had na Will to fay him na. 

But to her Dady (he left it a’. 

As they twa cou’d agree. 

The Lover he ga’c her the other Kiu, . 
Syne ran to her Dady and tcll’d him this. 
With 4 fal s See. 

B a You a. 
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Your Doglucr wad na fay me na. 
But to your fell (he has left it a’. 

As we cou’d gree between us twa, 

.• Say what'll ye gi’ me wi’ her? 

Now, Wocr, quo’ he, I ha’c nae mciklCj 
But lick's I ha’e yc's get a Pickle, 

With a fal } Sec. 

A Kilnfu’ of Com I’ll gi’e to thee. 
Three Soums ofShcep, twa good Milk Kyj 
Ye’s ha’c the Wadding Dinner free. 

Troth I dow do na mair. 

Content, quo' he, a Bargain bc’t, 
j’m far frae hamc, make hade let's do’e, 
With a fal. See. 

The Bridal Day it came to pafi, 

Wi' many a blythfome Lad and La&j 
But ficken a Day there never was. 

Sic Mirth was never fccn. 

This winfom Couple ft raked Hands, * 
Mds John ty'd up the Marriage Bands, 
With a.fal } Sc c. 

And 
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And our Bride's Maidens were na few, 
Wi’ Tap-knots, Lug-knots a’ in blew, 
Frae Tap to Tae they were braw new. 
And blinked bonnilie. 

Their Toys and Mutches were fac clean, 
They glanced in our Ladfcs Een, 

With a falj See . 

Sick Hirdum, Dicdum, and lick Dim 

W»’ he o’er her and flic o’er him, 

• _ 

The Minftrels they did nerer blin, 

Wi’ mcikle Mirth and Glee. 

And ay they bobit and ay they beckt. 
And ay their Wames together met, 

With 4 fal 3 Sec, 

2 . 
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The promis'd Joy. j 

I 

lo the Tunc of Carle and the King come. ! 


W Htn we into again, Phely, 

When we meet again, Phely, ' 
Raptures will reward onr Pain, 

And Left refnlt in Gain, Phely. 

Long the Sport of Fortune driv’n, , 
To Dcfpair our Thoughts were giv’n. 

But when Hell is turn’d to Hcav’n, 

Our Odds will all be ev’n, Phely. 

When ue meet again, Phely, vc. 

Now in dreary diftant Groves, 

Tho we moan like Turtle-Doves, 

Suffering beft our Virtue proves, 

And will enhance our Loves, Phely i 
. When we meet again i Phely, vc. 

Jot 
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Jot will come in a Surprifc, 

Till its happy Hour arife. 

Temper well your loYc-fick Sight, 

Por Hope becomes the Wife, Phely . 
When we meet again , Phely, 

, When ive meet again Phely, 

Raptures will reward our Pain , 
jLnd Lofs refult in Gain, Phely. 

i M. 

t 

To T) E LIoA oft her drawing 
him to her Fa lan tine. 

To the Tune of Black Ey'd Sufan. 

Y E Powers ! was Damon then fo blcfl 
To fall to charming Delia's Share, 
Delia , the beauteous Maid, pofleft 
Of all that’s foft and all that’s fair ? 
Here ccafc thy Bounty,0 indulgent Hcav’n, 
I ask no more, for all my NVifli is given. 

I 


1 


( 10 ')' 

V 

I came, and Delia fouling foow’d. 

She fmild and foowd the happy Name; 
With rifing Joy my Heart o’erflow’d, 

I felt and bled the new born Flame. 
May fofteft Pleafures ceafclcfs round her 
move. 

May all her Nights be Joy, and Days be 
Love. 

4 9 ? 

e drew theTreafure from her Brea/F* 
That Bread where Love and Graces play, 
O Name beyond Expreflion blcft ! 
Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay. 
Tobcfo lodg’d! the Thought isExtafy, 
Who would not wilh in Paradifc to ly ? 

R. 
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The faithful Shepherd. 

To ihc Tur.c of Auld lartg fine. 

W Hen Flow’ry Meadows deck the 
Year, 

And fporting Lambkins play. 

When fp angl'd Fields renewd appear, ] 
And Mufick wak’d the Day } 

Then did my Chlot leave her Bower, 

• To hear my am’rous Lay, 

Warm'd by my Love, fhe vow’d no Powtf 
Shou'd lead her Heart allray. 

The warbling Quires from er*ry Bought 
Surround our Couch in Throngs, 

And all their tuneful Art bellow,. 

To give us Change of Songs j 
Seen ts of Delight my Soul pollcfs’d, 

I blcfi’d, then hug’d my Maid; 

I rob’d the Kifles from her Breall, 
Sweet as a Noon-dav’s Shade. 

1 , * J«* 
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Joy fotranfporting never fails 
T<v fly away as Air, 

Another Swain with her prevails. 

To be as Falfc as fair. 

What can my fatal Paflion cure ? 

I’ll never woo again, 

AH her Difdain l muft endure. 
Adoring her in vain. 

0 


hat Pity ’ris to hear the Boy 
' Thus ftghing with his Pain; 

But Time and Scorn may give him Jojr 
To hear her figh again. 

Ah ! fickle Clot, be advis’d. 

Do not thy fclf beguile, 

A faithful Lover fliould be priz’d. 
Then cure him with a Smile. 



( 13 ) 

{o Mrs. S. H. on her taking 
[omething ill I {aid. 

.To the Tunc of Hallow E'en. 

W Hr hangs that Cloud upon thy 
Brow? 

That beauteous Heav’n ere while ferene; 
Whence do thcfcStorms andTcmpcds flow* 
Or what this Guft of Pafllon mean. 

And mud then Mankind lofe that Light, 
Which in thine Eyes was wont to fhinc. 
And ly obfeur’d in cndlefs Night, 

For each poor filly Speech of myne? 


Dear Child how can I wrongthy Naraei 
Since ’tis acknowledg’d at all Hands, 

That could ill Tongues abufc thy Fame, 
Thy Beauty can make large amends. 

Or if I durft profanely try. 

Thy Beauty’s pow’rful|Chanm t’upbraid. 
Thy Virtue welt might give the Lie, - * 

Nor call thy Beauty to its Aid. 

| Fo* 


Jt V V. 
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/ 

I For PiwMU every Heart t’ enfnare. 
With all her Charms has deckt thy Face, 
And Pallas with unufual Care, 

Bids Wifdom heighten every Grace. 
Who can the double Pain endure? 

Or who muft not refign the Field 
To thee, Cclcftial Maid, fccurc 
With Cupid's Bow and Pallas' Sheild ? 

n 

I f then to thee fuch Power is giv’n. 
Let not a Wretch in Torment live. 

But (mile and learn to copy Hcav’n, 

Since we muft fin ere it forgive. 

Yet pitying Heaven not only docs 
Forgive th’ Offender and th’ Offence, 

But even itfelf appeas’d beftows 
As the Reward of Penitence. 

H. 
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' S*be Broom of Cowdenknows.* 

I . 

H O w blyth ilk Mom was I to fee 

The Swain come o'er the Hill » 
He skipt the Bum, and flew to me j 
; I met him with good Will, 

O the Broom , the bonny , bonny Broom , 
The Broom of Cowdenknows } 

1 wijb I were with my dear Swain , 

With his fife and my Ews. 

I neither wanted Ew nor Lamb, 1 
While his Flock near me lays 
He gather’d in my Sheep at Night, 

And chear'd me a' the Day. 

O the Broom , See. 

Hs tun’d his Pipe and Reed laefwect. 
The Burds flood liftning by} 

Evcn-the dull Cattle flood and gaz'd. 
Charm'd with his Melody. 

O the Broom t Bee. 

C 


While 
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W«hue ihus wefpcnt our Time by Turns 
Betwixt our Flocks and Play j 
I envy’d not the (aired Dame, 

Tho’ ne’er fac rich and gay. 

O the Bi oomy Sec. 

Hard Fate that 1 fhou’d banifli’d .tc. 
Gang heavily and mourn, 

Ikeauie 1 lov’d the kinded Swain 
That ever yet was boro. 

O the Broom , Sec. 

Hi did oblige me ev’ry Hour, 

Cou’d I but faiihfu’ be? 

He daw my Heart, cou’d l refufe 
W hat e’er he ask’d of me ? 

O the Broom y See. 

Mr Doggie and my little Kit 
"That held my wee Soup "'hey. 

My Plaidy, Broach and crooked Suck, 

May now ly ufdcfs by. 

O the Broom t Sec. 

. . Adieu 







( *T) 

Adieu, yc Cowdenknsws f adieu, 

Farcwfcl a’ Pleafures there. 

Ye Gods reftore to me fny Swain,, 

. Is a’ I crave or care. 

0 the. Broom , the bonny , bonny Broom x 
The Broom of Cowdenknow* j 

1 u'i flj J were with my dear Swain, 

With his Pipe and my Ewu 

S. R. 

OOP GOO GOO GOO 009 

ZVCHLOE. 

To the Time of, J wijh my Love were m 
4. Mtre. 

B 

O Lovely MhiJ '• How dear’s thy Pow’t ^ 
At once I love, at once adore ; 
With Wonder are my Thoughts pelted. 
While fofreft Lose infpircs my Bre^ite 

Ci . This'. 
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TJ)is tender Look, thclc Eyes of mine, 
Confcfs their am’rous Matter thine; 
Thefe Eyes with Strepbons Paffion play, 
firft rtiakc me love and then betray, 

m 

Yi s, charming Viftor, I am thine^ 
Poor as it is, this Heart of mine 
Was never in another’s Pow’r, 

Was .never pierc’d by Love before. 

In thee I’ve treafur’d up my Jojr, 

Tbou can’ft give Blifs, or Blifs deftroy 
And thusl’yc bound myfdf to love. 
While Blifs or Mifery can more 

& 

O fhould I ne’er poflc& tby Charms, 
Ne’er meet my Comfort in thy Arm^ 
Were Hopes of dear Enjoyment gone. 

Still would I love, love thee alone. 

But like fome difoomented Shade, 

That wanders where its Body’s laid. 
Mournful I’d roam with hollow Glare, 
l or o er exil’d from my Fair. 

L. 
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Upon hearing bis c Pi&ure w 
was in Chlo b's Breaft. 

To the Tune of The Fourteen O&o her. 

Y E Gods! was Sirtphon's Pi&ureblcfl 
W iih the fair Heaven of ChUe'% Breaft? 
Move foftcr, thou fond Burring Heart, 

Oh gently throb, — too fierce thou ait. 
Tell me, thou bdghtcft of thy Kind,! 

For itrefhen was the BHfs defign'd ? 

For S:rephen\ Sake, dear ch armin g Maid, 
Didft thou prefer his wond’ring Shade t 

❖ 

And rhou blcft Shade, that fwectly art « 
. Lodg’d fo near my ChUe's Heart, 

For me the tender Hour improve. 

And fofily tcQ bow dear I love. 
Ungrateful Thing! it looms to hear 
Its wretched Mailer’s ardent Pray’r, 
Ingroffing all that beauteous Heaven, 

That Chin, lavilb Maid, has -given. 

‘ ‘ & i * I can. 
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I cannot blame thee ; were I Lord 

Of all the Wealth thofc Breaftt afford; 
l.’d be a Mifer too, nor give 
An Alms to keep a God alive* 

Oh fmife not thus, my lovely Fair/ 

On thefe cold Lookr, that lifelcft Air, • 
Prize him whole Bolom glows with Fire ■ 
With eager Love and foft Dc/irc. 

Tk true thy Chyrns, O powerful Maid, ; 
7* Life can bring the lilent Shade} 

Thou can’ll furpafs the Painter’s Art, 

Aijd real Warmth and Flames impart, 

• But oh! it ne’er can love like me, i 
I’ve ever lov’d and lov’d but thee : 

Then, Charmer, grant my. fond Requcff, 
Saytliou canft love and. make me. blclh 
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Song for a . Serenade. . 

To the Tune of The Broom of Cowdo* 
knows. 

T Each me, Chloe, how to prove 
* My boafted Flame finccre i 
Tis hard to tell how dear I love, _ 

And hard to hide my Care. 

Si. e f p in vain difplays her Charms, 

To bribe my Soul to Reft, 

Vainly fpreads her Silken Arms, 

And courts me to her Breaft.' 

Where can Strepbo* find Repofe, 

If Chloe is not. there ? 

Foraht no Peace his Bofom knows^ 
When abfcflt from the Fair. 

What tho J>hebus -from onjiigh 
With holds his chearful Ray j . 

Thine Eyes can well his Light fupply, ... ' 
And give me more than Day.. 

L* 

• Lev* ■ 
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Love is the Caufe of my 
Mourning. 

B Y a murmuring Stream a fair Shcp- 
herdefs lay. 

Be fb kind, O ye Nymphs, I oftimes heard 
her fay. 

Tell Strephon, I dy, if he pafles this Way, 
And that Love is the Caufe of my mourning . 
Falfc Shepherds that tell me of Beauty and 
Charms, 

You deceive me, for Strephon's cold Heart- 
never warms ; 

Vet bring me this Strephon , let me dy in , 
his Arms,.. 

Oh Strephon the Caufe of my mourning, 
fiut firft, faid foe, let me go 
Down to the Shades below, .. 
her ye let Strephon know, _ } 

That 1 have lov’d him fo $ 

Then on my pale Cheek no Blofofs will 
foow 

That Love was the Caufe of my mourning*. 

ii*V 
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H£* Eyes were fcarce elofed when, 
Stnphon came by. 

He thought (he’d been flee ping, and loft* 
ly drew nigh ; 

Eut finding her brcathlds. Oh Heavens, 
did he cry. 

Ah Chlorii tht Caufe of my mourning, 

Reftore me my Chlorii , ye Nymphs ufc 
your Art, 

They fighing, reply'd, Twas yourfclt' 
foot the Dart • “ * 

That wounded the tender young Shep- 
herded Heart, 

And kill'd tht poor Chloris with mcurnln*. 

* , 

Ah then is Chloris dead. 

Wounded by me ! He faid. 

I’ll follow thee, chafte Maid, 

Down to the filent Shade: 

Then on her cold Snowy Breaft leaning 
his Hrad, 

Expir'd the poof Strephon with mourning. 

X. 
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To Mrs. A. H. on feeing her 
at a Confort.. 

To the Tune of The bbnnieft Lafs in 
a' the War Id. 

T ° OK where my dear Hamilla fmiLc^ 
Hamillit! heavenly Charmer, 

See how with aH their Am and Wile* 
The Loves and Graces arm her. ! 

A Blufh dwells glowing on her Check*, t 
l ; air Seaft of youthful Pleasures, 

There Love in fmiling Language fpeaks,. . 
There fpreads his Rofy Treafurcs. 

& • • •': 

O feircfl Maid, I own thy Pow’r, N 

I gaze, I figh and languish. 

Yet ever,. c»cr .will adore, 

AnJ triumph in my Anguifh... 

But eafe, O Charmer, cafe my Care, 

And let my Tormmts move theej 
As tliou art faireft of the Fair, 

So J.thc dcareft ioVc thee. 

i C. . 


A 
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The bonny SCOT, 

To the Tune of The Seat-man. 

Y E Gales that gently wave the Sea, 
And pleafe the canny Boat-maa, 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scot — Man. 

In haly Bands - 
We join’d our Hands, 

Yet may not this difcovei* 

While Parents rate 
A large Eftate, 

Before a faithfu’ Lover. 



But I loor chufc in Highland Glens 
To herd the Kid and Goat — Man, 
Fer I cou’d fbr fic little Ends 
Rcfufc my bdnny Sc#/— -Man. 
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The bale ungenerous Fa/hion, 

. f fac greedy Views 
Love s Art to ufc, 

" Grangers to its Paffion. ' 

A 

r - . 

Irak foreign Fields, my lovely Youth, 
Haftc to thy longing Laffic, 

' V lu P ants 10 P rc ^ thy bawmy Mouth, 
And in her Bofom hawfc thee. 

Love gi’es the Word, 

Then hafte on Board, 

Fair Winds and tenty Boat-man, - 
•Waft o’er, waft o’er 
Frae yonder Shore, ’ 

My blyth, my bonny Scot Man. 
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Scornju ’ Nanfy. 

Xo it's own Turu. 

N As sr's to the Green Wood g’nc. 

To hear the Gowdfpink chatting. 
And Willie he has followed her. 

To gain her Love by flat’ring : 

But a’ that he cou’d fay or do. 

She geck’d and feorned at him. 

And ay when he began to woo. 

She bad him mind wha gat him. 


m 



What ails ye at my Dad, quoth he. 

My Minny or my Aunty, 

With Crowdy Mowdy they fed me, 

Lang- Kail and Ranty Taunry : 

Wirh bannocks ot good Barly Meal, 

Of thac there was right Plenty, 

With chapped Stocks fou butter’d well. 
And was not that right dainty. 

D Aitho* 


•yfi 


wm 




cH 


.j/ T :ari vA/ "furM ,}q 

A t T no my Father was nac Laird, 

T# Daffia to btyamf, „[ c „ 

He kcejnc ay a good KaiL-yard, j , 

A Ha’ Houfc and a Pantric : 

A good blew Bonnet on his H^?4t) 

An Owrlay ’bout his Cragy, , 

And ay uncill the Day he died, 

He radc on good Shanks Nagy. 

Now Wac and War.Jer on your Snout, 
Wad ye hac bony Kanfy, ‘ ' ui H ! 
Wad ye camparc yc’r fell to me, 

A Dockcn till a Tanfie ? 


I have a Wooer of my ain. 

They ca’ him fouple Sandy, A *' * 1 1 ■ 

And well I wat his bony Mou 
Is fwcet like Sugar-Candy. 

Wow Nanfy, What needs a’ tills Din ? 

Do I not ken this Sandy f 
I’m fure the Chief of a’ his Kin 
. Was Rab the Beggar Randy : 

His 




His Miany Kltg upo’ her Back 

Bore baith hfm afidhis Billy? - » T J A 
Will ye compare a rtafty Pdcfc 1 ' ^ 

To me yont winfortie Hilly f ’ 

Mr Gtirehcr left a good braid Sword, 
Tho it be abld 'arid ftifty, 1 
Yet ye may tak it on my Word, 

It is baith flout and trufly i 
And if I can but get it drawn, 




Which will be right uncafy, 


■•ML , 


I fhall lay baith my Lugs in Pawn,' 
That he (hall get a Heczy, 


■itt 


0 


T h k n Nanfy turn'd her round about. 
And (aid, did Sandy hear yc, 

Ye wadna mifs to get a Clout, 

1 ken he difna fear yc : 

Sac Lid yc’r Tonge and fjy nac mair. 
Set fpmcwhcrc clfc your Fancy > 

For as lane’s Sandy's to the fore 
Yc never Hull get Sa^y. 

D i 


v: 

Slighted 


H 

sis % 
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To the Tune of. Tit XJrk wad tit rtti it.' 

» ■ .:< i. w -rrjorl i 

**tti i S l have feven braw new Gowns* 

I j ' i * , r ii >f *' 

A And ithcr feven Better to mak 

•/ * *‘fr r 

And yet for a’ my new Gowns 
My Wooer has turn’d his Back. , . 
Befidcs I have feven Milk Ky, . . , 

And Sandy he has but three ; 

And yet for a’ my good Ky, 

The Ladic winna ha’c me. 

My Dady’s a Dclver of Dikes, 

Mv Mithcr can card and fpin. 

And I am a fine fodgel Lafs, 

And the Siller comes linkin in : 

The Siller comes linkin in. 

And ii is fou fair to fee. 

And fifty Times wow ! O wow ! 

What ails the Lads at me ? 

W HE \ 
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But never a anc will come in, ' i? o l 


w hen i was at my nric rray is, 

I pray’d but ancs i’ the Year, 

I wilh’d for a handfome young Lad, 
And a Lad with mucklc Gear. 
When I was at my ncill Pray’rs, 

I pray’d but now and than, 


It I get a handfome young Ma 


Now when I*m at my laft Pray’rs^ 
I pray on baith Night and Day, 
And O f If a Beggar wad come, 
With that lame Beggar I’d gac. 



I falh’d na my Head about Gear, 


C 




And 
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And O, And what’ll come o’ me ? 

And O, What’ll I do? 

That fie a braw Lame as I 
Shou’d die for a Wooer I true 1 . 

* - ' 

Lucky Nanfy 


To the Tune of. Dainty Davy. 

W Hile Fops in (aft Italian Verfe, 

Ilk fair anc’s Eenand Breaft rebearfe. 
While Sangs abound and Scene is fcarcc, , 
Theft: Lines I have indited : 

But neither Darts nor Arrow’s herc^ 

Venus nor Cupid fhall appear. 

And vet with thefe fine Sounds I fwcar. 
The Maidens are delited. 


I :t as ay ‘telling you, 

1 ucky Nanfy, Lucky Nanfy, 

Auld Springs u ad ding the New, 
But ye wad neur trow me. 

Non 


1 
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koR Snaw with Crimfon will I mix, 

|To fprcad upon my Laffie’s Checks, - . 

And fync th’ unmeaning Name prefix, 
Jdirinda, Chlot or Phillis : 

I’ll fetch nac Simile frac Jove, 

My Height of Extafy to prove. 

Nor fighing, - - * thus - • - prefent my Love, 
With Rofes eck and Lillies. 

1 was ay telling you. See. 


But flay, — I had amaift forgot 
My Miflrcfs and my Sang to Boot, 

And that’s an unko Faut l wate : 

But Nanfy, ’tis nac Matter. 

Ye fee l clink my Verfc wi’ Rhime, 

And ken ye, that atones the Crime, 
Forby, how fweet my Numbers chime. 
And Aide awa like Water, 
i was ay telling yon, See. 
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No w ken, my reverend fonfy Fair, 

Thy runklcd Chcck*r<U*d l^art Hair* 

Thy haft' tluVt Een {md nodlln^'XiV’- 
Arc a’ my Paftion’s Fewei. 

Nae sky’ring Gowk, my Dear, can fee 
Or Love, or Grace, or Heaven in thee > 
Yet thou haft Charms enew for me. 

Then finiic and be na cruel. 

Leeze me on thy Snawy Poiv t 
Lucky Nanfy, Lucky Nanfy, 

T>ryeft Wood will cithefl tow , 

And Nanfy fae will ye now. 

Troth- I have fung the Sang to you, - 
Which ne’er anither Bard wad doj 
Hear then my charitable Vow, 

Dear venerable Nanfy. 

But if the World my Paftion wrang. 

And fay ye only live in Sang, 

Ken I defpife a Bandung Tongue, 

And ling to plcafe my Fancy. 

Leeze me on thy. See. Q. 

A 

* . 


€ 4i ; 

Scots Cantata " 

* 

The Tunc aficr an Italian Manner. 

( ,i, Compos’d by 

Signior Lo&enzoBocchi. 

Recitative. 

B Late Jonny faintly tcld fair Jean his 
Mind, 

Jtany took Pleafurc to deny him lang 
He thought her Scorft came frac a Hear* 
unkind. 

Which gart him in Defpair tune up thi* 
Sang. 

Air. 

O bony Laflic, fincc ’ii> fae, 

That I’m defpis’d by thee, 

I bate to live; but O I’m wac. 

And unko fweer to die. 

Dear 
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Dear Jeany , think what dowy Hours 
r I tbblc by your O&fatn f * & 

Ah ! fliould a Dread fae faft as yours 
Contain a Heart of Stane. 

- * rr ' 

• > 

Recitative. 

Th ese tender Notes did a* her Pity movej 
With melting Heart fhe liftned to the Boy. 
O’crcomc (he fmil’d, and promis’d him 
her Love: 

He in Return thus fang his riling Joy. * 

« 

Air. 

Hence frac my Bread, contentious Carq, 
Ye’ve tint the Power to pine. 

My Jtany’s good, my Jeany's fair. 

And a’ her Sweets are mine. 

O fpread thine Arms and gi’c me Fowth 
Of dear enchanting Blifs, 

A Thoufand Joys around thy Mouth, , 
Gi’e Heaven with ilka hif». 

The 
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'St*'3l±'SC3l ******* 

kvvvx *) s-WKwmx 

The TOAST \ 

To the Tunc of, S aw ye my Pig c r. 


& 

Ome let's ba’e mair Wine in, 
Bacfhus hares Repining, 

Venus loos na Dwining, 

Lct J s be blyth and free. 

Away with dull here t’ ye , Sir, 

Ye r Miftrefs gi’cs her. 

We’ll drink her Health wi’ Plcafurc, 
Wha’s bclov’d by thee. 

Then lee •••- warm ye. 

That’s a Lafs can charm ye. 

And to Joys alarm ye. 

Sweet is Ihc to me. 

Some 
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Some Angel ye wad ca’ her. 

And never wilh ane brawer. 

If ye bare-headed law her, 

Kiitet to the Knee. 

.... a dainty Lafs is, 

G)me let’s join our Glaflcs, 

And refrclh our Haufcs, 

With a Health to thee. 

Let Coofs their Calh be clinking. 

Be Statcfmen tint in thinking, 

While we with Love and Drinking, 

Give our Cares the Lie. 

N. B. The fir ft Blank to be fupplfd with 
the To after's Name, the two laft with 
the Name of the Toaft. 



i 

\ 
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Maggie’s Tocher. 

To its din Tune. 

T H E Meal was dear ftiort fyne. 
We buckl’d us a’ the githcr i 
And Maggie was in her Prime, 

When Willie made Coqrdhip rill her, 
Twa Piftals charg’d beguefs. 

To gie the couning Shot: 

And fyne came ben the Lais, 

Wi’ Swats drawn frae the Burt. 

He firft fpcer’d at the Guidman, 

And fyne at Giles the Mither, 

An ye wad gi’s a Bit Land, 

Wee’d buckle us ecn the githcr. 

Mt Daughter ye Ibajl hae. 

I’ll gi* you her by the Hands 

But I’ll part wi* my Wife be royTae, 

Or I part wi* my Land. 



( 5 «> ) 

Your Tocher it (all he good, 

There's nane fall hae its Maik, 

The Lafs bound in her Snood, 

And Crumm'u who kens her Stake 
With an auld Bedden o' Claiths, 
Was left me be my Mither, 

1 hey’re jet black o’er wi’ Fleas, 

Yc may cudle in them the gither. 

Y e fpeak right well, Guidman, 
But ye maun mend your Hand, 

And think o' Modefty, 

Gin ye'll not quarry our Land : 

We arc but young, yc ken. 

And now wc’rc gawn the gither. 

A Houfe is butt and benn. 

And Crummit will want her Fothcr. 
The Eaims are coming on. 

And they’ll cry, O their Mither ! 
We hae nouther Pot nor Pan, 

But four bare Legs the gither. 


You* 
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Your Tocher's be good enough, 
For that ye need na fear, 

Twa good Stilts to the Plough, 

And ye your fell maun ftcer : 

Ye (hall hae twa good Pocks, 
Uaatanes were o’ the Twccl, 

The t'anc to had the Grots, 

The idler to had the Meal. 

With an auld Kift made o’ Wands, 
And that {all be your Coffer, 

Wi’ aiken Woody Bands, 

And that may had your Tocher. 

Consider well, Guidman, 

We hae but borrow’d Gear, 

The Horfe that I ride on. 

Is Sandy Wilfon'i Marc : 

The Sadie’s nane o* my ain. 

An thac*s but borrow’d Boots, 

An whan that I gac harac 
l maun tak to my Coots. 



( 5* ) 

The Cloak is Gtordy Watt's , 

That gars me look fae croufc j 
Come fill us a Cogue of Swats, 

We'll make na mair toom Rufe. 

I like you well, young Lad, 

For telling me foe plain, 

I married when little I had 
O* Gear that was my ain. 

But fin that Things are fae. 

The Bride fhe maun come furth, 

Tho a* the Gear (he’ll ha’e. 

It'll be but little worth. 

A Bargain it maun be, 

Fy cry on Giles the Mither : 

Content am I, quo* (lie. 

E’en gar the Hiffie come hither. 

• The Bride fhe gadc till her Bed, 

The Bridegroom he came till her 
The Fidlcr crap in at the Fit, 

An they cudi’d it a the githcr. 

A 
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A SONG. 

To the Tune of. Blink over 
the Burn fweet B e t t i e. 

T E a v e Kindred and Friends, fweet 
Betty , 

Leave Kindred and Friends, for mej 
Aflur’d, thy Servant is fteddy 

To Love, to Honour, and Thee. 
The Gifts of Nature and Fortune, 

May fly, by Chance, as they came ; 
They’re Grounds the Dcftines fport on. 
But Virtue is ever the fame. 

A it ho my Fancy were roving, 

Thy Charms fo heavenly appear. 
That other Beauties difproving, 

I’d worlhip thine only, my Dear. 
And (hou’d Life’s Sorrows embitter 

The Plcafure wc promis’d our Loves, 

To (hare them, together, is fitter. 

Than moan, aflimder, like Doves. 

E 3 Oh! 
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1 

O h ! wert I but onct fo bleflcd. 

To grafp my Love in my Arms ! 

By thee to be gralp’d ! and kiffcl ! 

And live on thy Heaven ofCharml 1 
I'd laugh at Fortune’s Caprices, 

Shou’d Fortune capricious prove , 
Tho Death (hou’d tear me to Pieces, 

I’d die a Martvr to Love. M. 

A SONG. 

To the Tune of. The bonny 
Gray-ey'd Morning. 

C Elestial Mu(es,tune your Lyres, 
Grace all my Raptures with your Lays* 
Charming, enchanting Katt mfpires. 

In lofty Sounds her Beauties pratfe, 

How undefigning (he difplays. 

Such Scenes as ravifh with Delight j 
Tho brighter than Meridian Rays, 

They dozic not, but plcafe the Sight. 

Bun* 
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Blind God give this, this only Dart, 
I neither will, nor can her harm, 

I would but gently touch her Heart, 

And try for once if that cou’d charm. 

Go, Venus, ufc your fav’rite Wile, 

As lhc is beauteous, make her kind. 

Let all your Graces round her (mile. 

And Tooth her dll I Comfort find. 

® ■ 

When thus, by yielding, I'mo’crpaid^ 
And all my anxious Cares remov’d. 

In moving Notes, I’ll tell the Maid, 
With what pure lifting Flames I lov'd* 
Then (hall alternate Life and Death, 

My ravifh’d flutt’ring Soul poflcTs, 

The fofteft tend’reft Things I’ll breath. 
Betwixt each am’rous fond Caret. 



( 5 « ) 

SON G. 

• - » 

To the Tunc of the Broom of Cowden- 
knows. 

OUijECTED to the Pow’r of Lore, ; 

^ By NelPs refiftlcfs Charms, 

The Fancy fix’d no more can rove. 

Or fly Love’s foft Alarms. 

Gat Damon had the Skill to fliun 
All Traps by Cupid laid. 

Until his Freedom was undone 
By Nell the conquering Maid. - 

But who can ftand the Force of Love, 
When flie refolvcs to kill ? 

Her (parkling Eyes Love’s Arrows prove ; 
And wound us with our Will. 

O happy Damon , happy Fair, 

What Cupid lias begun, , . j ! 

May faithful Hymen take a Care 
To fee it fairly done. ! 

. s G. ! 

V ' SONG. : 
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• SONG. 

Tunc of Logan Water. 

Vitas hinnuleo me fimilis , Chlot. 

»-|-i Ell me, Hamilla , tell me why 
X Thou doft from him that loves thee 
run? 

Why from his foft Embraces fly, 

And all his kind Endearments fliun > 

F S o flics the Fazvn, with Fear oppre&’dj 

* Seeking its Mother cv’ry where, • 

It Harts at cv ’ry empty Biaft, 

And trembles when no Danger’s near. 

And yet I keep thee but in View, 

To gaze the Glories of thy Face, 

Not with a hateful Step purfue. 

As Age to rifle every Grace. 

Cease thcn,dear \Vildncfs,ceafc to toy. 

But hade all Rivals to outlhine. 

And grown mature, and ripe for Joy, 

Leave Mama's Arms and come to mine. 

W. 

A 
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A South-Sea Sang. 

Tune of, Tor our lang biding hero * 

W Hen we came to London Town, 
We dream’d of Gowd in Gowp- 
ings here. 

And rantinly ran up and down. 

In rifing Stocks to buy a Skair : 

We daftly thought to row in Rowtb, 

But for our Daffine pay’d right dcarj 
The lave will fare the war in Trouth, 
For our lang biding here. 

But when we fond our Purfes toom. 
And dainty Stocks began to ft’. 

We hang our Lug*, and wi’ a Gloom, 
Gim’d at Stockjobbing anc and a’. 

If ye gang near the South-Sea Houfc, 

The W hill yW ha’s will grip ye’r Gear, 
Syne a’ the lave will fore the war. 

For our lang biding here. 

Haf 
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Hap me with thy Petticoat, 

O BELL thy Looks have kill’d atf 
Heart, 

I pafslthc Day in Pain, 

When Night returns I feel the Smart, 
And wilh for thee in vain. 

I’m ftarving cold, while thou art warm. 
Have Pity aftd incline, * 

And grant me for a Hap that charm- 
ing Petticoat of thine. 

0 

M t ravifh’d Fancy in Amaae, 

Still wanders o’er thy Charms, 
Delufivc Dreams ten thou&nd Ways, 
Prefent thee to my Arms. 

But waking think what I endure. 

While cruel you decline 
Thofe Pleafures, which can only cure 
This panting Bread of mine. 


I 



V 


•« 
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IS V' \ 


I faint, I fail, and wildly tore, 
Bccaufe you ftill deny 
The juft Reward that’s due to Love, 
And let true Pafflon die. 

Oh! turn, and let Companion (Safe 
That lovely Brcaft of thine j 
Thy Petticoat could give me Eafc, 

If thou and it were mine. 


Su*e Heaven has fitted for Delight 
That beauteous Form of thine. 

And thour’t too good its Law to flight, 
By hindring the Dcfign. 

May all the Powers of Love agree. 

At length to make thee mine. 

Or loofc my Chains, and fet me free 
From cv'ry Charm of thine. 



i 


i 
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Love inviting Reafon. 

A SO N G“fco the Tunc of, — Chami m* 
(hatUy ne duce skar mi, 

W Hen innocent Paftimc ourPIeafure 
did crown. 


Upon a green Meadow, or under a Tree, 
E’er Annie became a fine Lady in Town, 
How lovely and loving and bony was fiie, 
Rouzc up thy Reafon, my beautifu* Annie % 
Let ne’er a new Whim ding thy Fancy 
ajee, 

O! as thou art bony be faithfu’ and canny. 
And favour thy Jamie wha doats upon 
thee. 


9 

Does the Death of a Lint white give An* 
nit the Spleen ? 

Can tyning of Trifles be uneafy to thee ? 
Can Lap-dogs and Monkics draw Tears 


frac thefe Eeen, 

That look with indifference on poof 
dying me * 

1 F Roufc 



( «* ) 

Ronfc up thyRcafon, my 
Aik! din na j>rcfcr h Paroquet to 'tilt' 

°i “ thou » •wny, be phtfjrft ntldrfnny. 
And think on thy Jamk, wha doan u- 
pon thee. .wh 

Ah ! fliou’d a new Mantp o? .fLindm 
Lace Head . w , 
r >ct a wcc-Conjej tho never fac fine. 
Gar ihcc grow forgetfu* and let his Heart 

■ ^ CCi *» • > : K> t ^TK ,> 

That ancs had fomcHope of purchasing 
thine. 

A :-1 ■ • fj 

Roufe up thy Rcafon, my beaut xfa'Avvie) 
And dinna prefer yc'r Flecgericsto mc> 
O ! as thou art bony, be folid and canny, ' 

And tent a true Lover that doats upon 
thee. ' -i ? f 

S h a l l a Taris Edition ofnewfcngle $anj t 
Tho gilt o’er wi’Laccs and Fringes he be, 
tty adoring himfclf, be admir'd by fair 
Annie , 

And aim at thefc Bennifons promis’d to me. 

Roufc 
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E.o,ufe up..^$.&caft>n, paybcautifu 1 Annie t 
Apd jifvcr prefer a light Dancer to mej 
Q 1,-asthou art bony, be conftant and canny, 
Love only thy Jamie, wha doats upon 
thee. .i > 

# 

0 ! think, my dear Charmer, 'on ilka 

fweet Hour, - 

That flade away faftly between thee and 
me. 

E’er Sorrels or Beaus orFopery had Power 
To rival my Love and impofe upon thee. 
Roufe up thy Reafon, my bcautifu’ Annie, 
And let thy Defires be a’ center’d in me, 

- r- • - * - # 1 

01 asthouartbonyjbefaithfif and canny. 
And love him wha’s lancing to center 

in the. 



■ £Ja) 
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The B6b 0 / 

Assis, Itrtd rttc your braw' ! Ht!ifip 
* Heckle '" ,: ' ’ ' J 1 i * 

1 1 ' J » ^ M '* 

And I’ll lend you my Hiripling Xante, 
For Fainnefs, Deary, I’ll gar ye kc cldc. 
If ye’ll go dance the Bob of bunblane. 
Haft ye, gang co the Ground of ye’r 
Trunkies, ' 

» 

Busk ye braw and dinna think Shame j 
Confidcr in Time, if leading of Monkics 
Be better than dancing the Bob of butt* 
blane. 

Be frank, my Laffie, left I grow fickle. 
And take my Word and Offer again, • 
Syne ye may chance to repent ir mickle, 

Ye did n a accept of the Bob of Dunblane. 
The Dinner, the Piper and Prieft ftiall b c 
ready. 

And I’m grown dowic with lying my lane. 
Away then leave bairh Minny and Dady, 
Ar.d try with me the Bo's of Dunbla ne. 

SONG 


J • : 
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'SONG comflaininz of At 

jdriuu 
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• k H chloe / th >u Treaii^e, thou Joy 
TWItd 2 0 fmy£r C ..ft,, , 

, l ^.V ma s<r ^ cr 

, * 5 , » . „ 

I 3/ to the Groyc, there to langutlh and 
and mourn. 


.?'! :t*'i j 


There figh for my Charmer, and long to 

return. 

■ - ill' 1 

The Fields 4II around me arc milling and 


But they (mile all in v:on,-my Chive's away ; 
The Ficid and the Grove can atiord me no 
• c Ealc,— ' 

I* But bring me my Chb c ,a Defart will plcafe. 
♦No Virgin 1 fee that my bolom alarms. 
I’m cold to the fanelt, tlio glowing with 
Glurrns, 

vain they arrack me^and foarklcthcEycj 

Ihcfcarc no: the Looks of my Color, l cry. 

F j i lisle 

a#to> ji?a*c 


Thcfc I.ooV.v iv’.rrc brii'.t 
S.,n fits pijjjron’c£ 

And frnEiii? diinifcs his l^Hjjkrnccyf^und, ' 

*Twas thus I hid view’d ihce, my Char- 
mer. amaz'd; '•■ ■"•; r vrlr oT 

Thus gaz’d thee with Wonder, and loy’d , 
while I gaz’d. , { Cl . 

Then, then the dear fair Oac was Hill 
in my Sight, 

It was Plea furc all Day, it was Rapture 
all Night ; 

Eut now, by hard Fortune remov’d from 
my Fair, 

In Secret l languid-), a Prey to Dcfpair. 

Eut Abfence and Torment abate not my • 
Flame, 

My Chloe’s dill charming, my Paflion the 
fame; • ■ f • 

O! would lhc preferve me a Place in her 
Bread, 

Then Abfence would plcafe me, for I 1 
would be blell. R. 

SONG, 






ij.f ! .) v : li 'j.s. 3 b'v/aiv : 

To the Tunc of, / fat# my Fancy on her. 


B Ri g h t Cyntl/uCi Power divinely great 
What Heart is not obeying ? 

A Thoufand Cupids on her wait. 

And in her Eyes are playing. 

She fecihs the Queen of Love to reign 5 
For (he alone difpenccs, 

Such Swects’as beft can entertain 
The Guft of all the Scnfes. 

1ft (• . 

Hb«. Face a chat uung Profpcft brings. 
Her Breath gives balmy Bliflcs ; 

I hear an Angd when (lie fings. 

And tailc of Heaven in Rifles. 

Four Scnfes thus (he fcafts with Joy, 

From Nature’s richeft Treafure : 

Let me the other Senfc employ. 

And I (hail die with Flcafurc. . X. 
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A SONG. 

To the Tune of, J iei'd a born Lady.? 

t-pELi. me, iS. me, charming Creature, 
\V ill you nevrr cafe my rain ? 

TV- r- 

I die for every Feature ? 

Mult I always love in vain? 

The Defoe ot Admiration, ' 

Ts the Plcafurc you purfuc; fV ^ 7 
Pray thee try a lading Paflion, 

Such a Love as mine for you. 

* 

Tears and fighing could not move you J 
For a Lover ought to dare : 

When I plainly told I lov’d you, 

Then you (aid I went too fir. 

Arc fitch giddy Ways bcfeemtng. 

Will n-.y D ar be bchlc (HU ? '• 

Comjucll is th: Joy ot Women, 

Let char Slaves be what they will. 

I 1: Yota 

*vtT 
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Yod* Nfcgtcft with Torment fill? me. 
And jh^ debate Thought! cncrcafe; 
Pray conndcr, if* you kin me. 

You will have a Lover lefs. 

If your wand’ring Heart is beating 
For new Lovers, let it be : 

•t • ' 

But when you have done coquetting, 
Name a Day and fix on me. 

The RETLT. 

I N vain, tond Youth, thy Tears give o’er; 

What more, alas! can Flavin do; 

Thy Truth l own, thy Fate deplore : 

AM arc not happy that arc true. 

Supprefs thofc Sighs, and weep no more? 

Should Heaven and Earth with thee 

« • 

combine, 

Twere all in vain, fincc any Power, 

To crown thy Love, muft alter mine. 
But if Revenge can cafe thy Pain, 

I’ll footh the Ills I cannot cure, 

Tell that I drag a hopclcfs Chain, 

And all that l inflifr, endure. X» 

The 
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The Roje tn Yarro \v. 

To the Ttine of Afary Sear. ' ^ 1 

' * fjii,- bh*> 

,, T* W a s Summer and the Day was fairj 
-*■ Refolv’d a while to fly from Cptey 
Beguiling Thought, forgetting Sorrow, 

I wander’d o’er the Braes of Yarrow j 
Till then dclpifing Beauty’s Power, 

I kept ray Heart, my own fccurc : 

But Cupid's Art did there deceive me. 

And Mary’s Charms do now enflavc me. 

Will cruel Love no Bribe receive ? • 
No Ranfom take for Miry's Slave ; 

Her Frowns ofReft and Hope deprive me, 
Her lovely Smiles like Light revive me. 

No Bondage may with mine compare. 
Since firft l faw this charming Fair, 

This beauteous Flower, this Rofe of Yarrow, 

In Nature’s Gardens has no Marrow. 

V* ■ ■ Had 
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H ad I of Hcavep but one Requeft, 

I’d ask to fy tn Mary’s Brenfr *, 

There would I live or die with Plcafure, 
Nor Ip.’rethisWorld oneMoraent’s Lcifurc, 
Defy King Ifings, and all that's great, 

I’d fmile at Courts and Courtier’s Fate; 
Mfjby Complete on fuch a Marrow, 

I’d dwell with her and live on Yarrow. 


f in 




But tho* fuchBlifs I ne’er fhould gain. 
Contented dill 111 wear my Chain, 

In hopes my faithfull Heart may move her J 
Foe leaving Life I’ll always love her. 
What Doubts diftraft a Lover’s Mind ? 
That Bread all Softnefs muft prove kindi 
And flic fiiall yet become my Marrow, 
The lovely beauteous Rofc of Yarrow. 


■Ivi. 


i , 

.v/omi' 


W’tUi 
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The Fair 5 Penitent . 

A SONG, — To its own Tune. 

Lovely Lafs to a Friar come. 

To confcfs, in a Morning early, 

In what , my Dear , are you to blame t 
Come own it all finccrtly. 

IVc done, Sir, whai I dare not name, 
With a Lad, who loves me dearly. 

T h s greateft Fault in myfclf I know. 

Is what I now difeover. 

Then you to Rome for that muft go. 
There Difcipline to fujfer. 

Lake a Day Sir ! if it muft be Co, 

Pray with me fend my Lover. 

No, no, my Dear, you Jo but dream , 
We'll have no double Dealing ; 

But if with me you'll ripetc the fame , 

I'll p..rdon your paft Failing. 

1 mtift own Sir . tho' i blufh for Shame, 
That your Penance is prevailing. X 
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• The laft Time / came o'er 
the Moor. 


iv-p He laft Time I came o’er the Moor, 
-I- I left my Love behind me; 

Ye Pow’rs! What Pain do I endure 
When foft Ideas mind me? 

Soon as the ruddy Morn difplay’d 
The beaming Day enfuing, 

I met betimes my lovely Maid, 

| In fit Retreats for Wooing. 

: m 

Peneath the cooling Shade We lay. 
Gazing, and chaftly (porting j 
\\ c kih d and promis’d Time away, 

Till Night fpread her black Cumin. 

G ' I 
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I pitied all beneath the Skies, 

Ev*n Kings when fhc was nigh me; - 
In Raptures I beheld her Eyes, 

Which could but ill deny me. 

S3 

Sho u’d I be call’d where Cannons rorc, 
Where mortal Steel may wound me j 
Or call upon fomc foreign Shore, 

Where Dangers may furround me: 
Yet Hopes again to fee my Love, 

To feafl on glowing Kifles, 

Shall make my Cares at Di fiance move. 
In Profpcft of fuch defies. 

n ■ ‘ ■: 

In all' my Soul, there’s not one Place 
To let a Rival enter j 
Since (he excells in every Grace, 

In her my Love fhall center. 

Sooner the Seas fhall ccafc to flow. 

Their Waves the Alps fhall cover. 

On Greenland Ice fhall Rofes grow. 
Before I ceafc to love her. 

The 
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S3 

The next Time I go o’er the Moor,’ 
She (hall a Lover find me 5 
And that my Faith is firm and pure, ’ 
Tho’ I left her behind me: 

Then Hymtn's (acred Bonds (hall chain 
My Heart to her fair Bofom, 

There, while my Being does remain. 
My Love more frefh (hall bloflom. 

. 

The Lafs of PeatieV Mill. 

m 

fri H e Lafs of Pearie's Mill, 

So bonny, blyth and gay. 

In Spite of all my Skill, 

Hath dole my Heart away. 

When tedding of the Hay 
| Bare headed on the Green, 

Love 'midft her Locks did play. 

And wanton'd in her Een. ; 

G z - He* 

i. ' . 

• • : 

. 

L . • A 


r ) 


Hsji Arms white, round and fmrioth, 
. i’rcafts rifing in their Dawn, 

To Age it wou’d give Youth, 

To p refs ’em with his Hand. - 
Thro’ all my Spirits ran 
An Exrafy of Blifs, 

When I fuch Sweetnefi find 
Wrapt in a balmy Kifs. 

• « .Of 1 

Without the Help of Art, 

Like Flowers which grace the Wild, 

She did her Sweets impart. 

When e’er (he (poke or finil’d. 

Her Looks they were fo milJ, 

, Tree from affeded Pride, 

She me to Love beguil'd, 

I wi fil’d her for my Bride. 

O had I all that Wealth 
Hiptoun's high Mountains fill, 

Infur'd long Life and Health, 

And Pleafures at my Will \ 

U 


i. ( 77 ; 

j I'd promifc and fulfill. 

That none but bonny (he. 

The Lafs of Pea tie's Mill 
' Shou'd (halt the fame wi’ fne. 

’ coox soaoc m xaogoo . 
G REN S LEEVMS. 

" . , SB. 

Y E watchul Guardians of the Fair, 
Who skiff on Wings of ambient Air, 

! Of my dear Delia take a Care, 

And reprefent her Lover 
With all the Gaycty of Youth, 
l With Honour, Juftice, Love and Truth, 
Till I return her Patfions footh. 

For me, in Whifpers move her. 

• S3 

Bb careful no bale fordid Slave, 

With Soul funk in a golden Grave, 

Who knows no .Virtue but to (avc. 

With glaring Gold bewitch her. 

G y. TdB 

♦ • ’ * * ^ . 
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Tell her for me flic was defign’d. 

For me who know how to be kind. 
And have more Plenty in my Mind, 
Than one who’s ten Times richer. 

gg ' 

Let all the World turn upflde down. 
And Fools run an eternal Round, 

In Qiicfl of what can ne’er be found. 

To pleafc their vain Ambition. 

Let little Minds great Charms efpy 
In Shadows which at Diftance ly, 
^hofc hop’d for Plcafurcs, when come 
nigh. 

Prove nothing in Fruition. 

m 

"'But call into a Mold Divine, 
fair Delia docs with Luftre fliinc. 

Her vittuous Soul’s an ample Mine, 
Which yields a conftanc Treafurc. 

Let Poets in fublimcfl Lays, 

Imploy their Skill her Fame to raife; 

Let Sons of Mufick pafs whole Days, 

Jfafa wdl-iua’d' Roeds to plcalc her. 

TU 
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The Tellow-hair’d Laddie. 

98 

I N April when Primrofes paint the 
fweet Plain, 

And Summer approaching rejoiceth the , 
Swain, 

The rtllow-hair'd Laddie would often 
times go 

To Wilds and deep Glens, where the 
Hawthorn-trees grow. 

§s 

There under the Shade of an old fa- 
credThom, 

With Freedom he funghis Loycs Ev’ning 

and Mom} 

H 
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He fang with fo faft and inchanting a 
Sound, 

That Silvan s and Tahiti ttofeen danc'd 
around. 


The Shepherd thus fang, Tho' young 
Maya he fair. 

Her Beauty is dafh’d with a fcornfu’ proud 
Air i 

# 

But Sufie was handfomcaiKl fweetly could 

Her Breath like the Breezes perfimvd in : 
the Spring. 


That Madie in all the gay Bloom of 
her Youth, 

Like the Moon was unconftant and never 
fpoke Truth j 

But Sufie was fiutbtuljgood humour'd and 
tree, 

And fair as the Goddcfs who fpruog from 
the Sea. 

- , That 


\J 
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That Mamma’s fine Daughter, with 


all her great Djwr, 

Was aukwardly airy, and frequently fotvr: 
Then, fighing, hcwiflied, would Parents 


N A N N T O. 


Hui Come for Pleafure pawn their 


Health, 

« 

,Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, 

I’ll (aye my felf, and without Stealth 

Kifs and carefs my Nanny-O. 

She bids more fair t’engage a Jove 

Than Leda did or Danae-O , 

Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 

None clfc fhouldfit but Nanny-O. ■ 

H oi 


a* 



agree. 

The witty fwcct S#/iehis Miftrefc might be. 
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How joyfully my Spirits rife. 
When dancing fhe moves findy— O. 
I guefs what Heav’n is by her Eyes, 
Which fparklc fo divindy-O. 

Attend my Vow, ye Gods, while I 
Breath in the bleft Britannia , 

Nome's Happinefs I (hall envy. 

As long's ye grant me Nanny-O. 

Chorus. 

My bonny y bonny Nanny— O, 

My lovely charming Nanny-O, 

I care not though the World kno*o 
How -dearly I lovt Nanny-O. 




Digitized by Google 



( 8j ) 


Bonny JEAN. 

L Ove’s Goddcfs in a Myrtle Grove 
Said, Cupid, bend thy Bow with Ipeed, 
.Nor let the Shaft at Random rove. 

For Jeany's haughty Heart muft bleed. 
The fmiling Boy, with divine Art, 

From Paphos (hot an Arrow keen. 

Which flew unerring to the Heart, 

And kill’d the Pride of bonny Jean. 

No more the N ymph,with haughty Air. 
Refufes Willie's kind Addrefs, 

Her yielding Blulhcs fhew no Care, 

• Bu* too much Fondnefs to fupprefv. 

No more the Youth is fullen now. 

But lookes the gayeft on the Green, 
Whilft every Day he fpies fome new 
Surprifing Charms in bonny Jean. 
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A Thoufand Tranfports crowd Mi 
Bread, 

He moves as light as fleeting Wind, 

His former Sorrows fccm a Jcft, 

Now when his Jtanie is turn'd kind.: 
Riches he looks on with Difdain, 

The glorious Fields of War look mean j 
The chcarful Hound and Horn give Pain, 
If abfent from his bonny Jean. 

as 

The Day he fpends in am'rous Gaze, 
Which even in Summer (horten'd feems, 
When funk in Downs with glad Amaze, 
He wonders ar|her in his Dreams. 

All Charms difclos’d, (he looks more bright 
Than Troy's Priae the Spartan Queen, 
With breaking Day he lifts his Sight, 
And pants to be with bonny Jean. ' 
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Throw the Wood Laddie. 

O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Ntlly 
to mourn/ 

Thy Prdence cou’d calc me. 
When naithing can plcalc me. 
Now dowic I ligh on the Bank of th c 
Bum, 

Or throw thc Wood, Laddie, until thou 
return. 



T h o Woods now arcboimy, and Mor- 
nings are clear. 

While Lav'rocks arc finging. 
And Primrolcs fpringing; 

Yet mne of them pieafes my Eye or my 
Ear} 

When throw thc Wood Laddie ye dinna 
appear. 


H 


That 


(8* ) 

. That I am forfckcn, fome (pare n« 
co tdl} 

I’m falh’d wi* their Scorning, 
Baith Ev’ning and Morning; 

Their Jeering gacs aft to my Heart wi* a 
Knell; 

When throw the Wood, Laddie, I wander 
my fell. 

, Thbn ftay, my dear Sandy, uc ling- 
er away. 

But quick as an Arrow, 

Haft here to thy Marrow, 

Wha’s living in Langour till that happy 
'Day; * 

When throw the Wood, Laddie, we’ll 
dance, fing, and play., 

► Do-un 



l 
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‘Down the Burn Davie. 


W HEN Trees did bud and Helds 
we re green. 

And Broom bloom’d fair to fee; 
When Mary was complete fifteen. 

And Love laugh'd in her Eye, 

: Elyth Davit's Blinks her Heart did move 
To (peak her Mind thus fixe. 

Gang down tit Burn Davie, Ltve , 

. And ifiall follow thtt* 


Now Davit did each Lad furpaft. 
That dwelt on this Bumfide, 
And Mary was the bonnieft La&, 

Tuft meet to be a Bridei 
H » 


Her 



f 
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Her Cheeks were rolic, red and white. 
Her Een were bonny blues 
Her Looks were like Aurora bright. 

Her Lips like dropping Dew. 

• • m 

A s down the Burn they took their Wap 
What tender Tales they laid} • 

His Check to hers he aft did lay. 

And with her Bofbm play’d. 

Till baith at length impatient grown. 

To be mair fully blcft. 

In yonder Vale they kan’d them down ; 
Love only few the reft. 

m 

What pafs’d, I guefi, was hanidcfsPky, 
And naething fure unmeet j 
For, ganging hame, I heard them lay. 
They lik’d a VVa’k fee Cwect j 
And that they aften (hou’d return 
Sic Pleafure to renew. 

Quoth Mary, Love, I like the Bum, 

And ay (hall follow you. 

G 
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SONG. 

i 

To the Tune of Gilder Roy. 

A H! Ctoris, cou’d I now but fit 
As unconcem’d, as when 
Youi Infant Beauty cou’d beget. 

No Happinefi nor Pain. 

• When I this Dawning did admire. 

And prais’d the coming Day, 

I little thought that riling fire, 

; Wou’d take my Reft away. 

5 §. 

, Your Charms in harmlefc Childhood lay > 
As Metals in a Mine, 
j^gc from no Face takes more away. 
Than Youth conceal’d in thine: 

But as your Charms infcnfibly 
To their Pcrfedion preftj 
' So Love as unpcrcciv’d did fly, 

And center’d in my Breaft. 
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M t Paflion with your Beauty grew. 
While Cupid at my Heart, 

Still as his Mother favour’d you. 
Threw a new flaming Dart. 

Each gloried in their wanton Parti. 

To make a Lover, he 
Employ’d the utmoft of his Art— j 



A SONG. . 

To the Tune of, I ht yellow hair'd Lad Jit. \ 

Y ,E Shepherds and Nymphs that a. 
dorn the gay Plain, 

Approach from your Sports, and attend 
to my Strain} 

Amongft all your Number, a Lover fo true. 
Was ne’er fo undone, with iuch Bids in 
Us View. 

Was 
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W*J ever » Nymph fo hard-hearted 
as mine? 

She knows me finccre, and ^ lC Tees how I 
pine. 

She does not difdain me, tnor frown in her 
Wrath, 

But calmly and mildly refigns me to Death. 

She calls me her Friend j but her Lor cr 
denies. 

She fmiles when Fm chearful, but hear* 
not my Sighs: 

A Bofom fo flinty, fo gende an Air, 

Infpires me with Hope, and yet bids- me 
dcfpair! 

I fall at her Feet, and implore her with 
Tears. 

Her Anfwer confounds* while her Man. 
ner endears; • 

When foftly (he tells me to hope no Relief, 

My trembling Lips bids her, in Spite of 
my Grief. 


Br 
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B t Night while I Humber, Hill haunt, 
ed with Care, 

I fhrt up in Anguiih, and figh for theFair> 
The Fair fleeps in Peace, may (he ever do fo ! 
And only when dreaming imagine my Wo. 

I 

Then gaze at aDiftance, nor farther 
afoire. 

Nor think Hie fhould love, whom flie 
cannot admire. 


Hu(h all thy Complaining, and dying her 
» Slave, 

Commend her to Heaven, and thy felt to 
th« Grave. 
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SONG. 

To thcTune of \Wh«n JhicamebenjheMhtd. 

C O m e, fill me a Bumper, my jol y 
brave Boys, 

Lets have no more Female Impendence 
and Noifei 

For I’ve try’d the Endearments and Flea- 
fur es of Love, 

And I find they’re but Nonfcnfc and 
WhimfieSj l>y Jive* 

When firft of all Betty and I were ac- 
quaint, 

I whin’d like a Fool, and fee figh’d like * 
Saint: 

But I found her Religion, her late and her 

Love, " . 

Were Hypocrify , Paint , and Self-tnterefty 

by Jove. 


Swebt 
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Sweit Cecil came next, with her laa. 
guilhing Air, 

Her Outfide was orderly, model* and fiur. 

But her Soul wasfophifticatc,fo was her Love, 

For I found flic was only 3 Strumpet, by Jove 

LITTLE double-gilt Jenny's Cold 
charm'd me at laft; 

(You know Marriage and Money together 
does beft} 

But the Baggage forgetting her Vows and 
her Love, 

Gave her Gold to ifniv'ling dull Coxcomb, 
by Jove. 

Comb fill me a Bumper then, jolly 
brave Boys: 

Here** a Farewell to Female Impcrt’ncncC 
and Noife; 

I know few of the Sex that are worthy my 
Lore; 

And for Strumpets and Jilts, I abhor them 
by Jove* 

L. 

Dum* 


i 

I 

I 

I 
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Dumbarton*.? 7)rums . 

. : » 

D umbarton's Drums beat bonny O. 
When they mind me of my dear 
O, 

How happy am I, 

When my Soldier is by. 

While he kifles and blefTes his Annit - O. 
'Tis a Soldier alone can delight mc- O j 
For his graceful Looks do invite me— O : 
While guarded in his Arms, 

I’ll fear no Wars Alarms, 

Neither Danger nor Death (hall e’rc fright 
me — O. 

My Love is a handtome Laddie— O $ 
Gentile, butnc’rc foppifli nor gaudy— O. 
Tho’ Commiflions arc dear, * 
Yet FU buy him one this Year. 

For he flull ferve no longer a Cadic— O. 

A. 
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A Soldier has Honour and Bravery- 0 , 
Unacquainted with Rogues and the* 
Knav'ry— O5 

He minds no other Things 
Bur the Ladies or the King ; 

For every other Care is but Slavery— 0 ‘ 

<4r 

Then I’ll be the Captain’s Lady— O, 
Farewell all my Friends, and my Daddy— O, 
I'll watt 110 more at home. 

But I’ll follow with the Drum,. 
And when e’rcthat beats. I’ll be ready— O. 
Dumbarton's Drums found bonny— O, 
They are fprigbtlylikcmy Dear Jonny— 0 , 
How happy fltall I be. 

When on my Soldier’s Knee, 

And he kifles and blcflcs his Annie-' 
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; Auld lang Jync. 

; S3 . 

QHouid auld Acquaintance be forgot, 
^ 1110 they return with Scars ? 

Thefc are the noble Hsr oj’$ Lot, 
Obtain’d in glorious Wars: 

Welcome, my Varo, to my Bread, 
Thy Arms about me twine. 

And make me once again as bled. 

As I was lang fyne. 

8S 

Mi thinks around os on each Bough, 
A Thoufand Cupids play, 

Whildthro’ the Groves I walk with you. 
Each Objed routes me gay : 

Since your Return the Sun and Moon 
With brighter Beams do dime. 
Streams murmure foft Notes whilcthey rim. 
As they did lang fyne. 

1 Dc* 
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Despise the Court and Din of State • 
Let that to their Share fall. 

Who can eftcem fuch Slav’ry great. 

While bounded like a Ball ; 

But funk in Love, upon my Arms 
Let your brave Head recline, 
Wc’llpkafe our (elves with mutual Charms* 
Ai wc did ling fync. 

O'er Moor and Dale, with your gayTriend, 
You may purfue the Chalc, 

And,~aftcr ablyth Bottle, end 
All Cares in nay Embrace : 

And in a vacant rainy Day 
You (hall be wholly mine j 
We’ll make the Hours run (inooth away, 
And laugh at lang fyne. 


The Herob pleat’d with the fwcet i\i t . 

And Signs of gen’rous Love, 

Which had been utter’d by the Fair* 
Bow’d to the P o w ’a s above > 

Next ; 

* 
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Next Day with Content and glad Haile 
Th* approach'd the facred Shrine, 
Where the good Pricil the Couple blcfli 
And put them out of Pine. 



The Lafs of Livingflon . 


T) Ain'd with her flighting Jamii’s Love* 
Br.L l dropt a Tear, — Bsu. dropt a 
Tear, ‘ 

The Gods delcended from abort,. 

Well pkafdto hear,— Well pleafd to hear. 
They heard the Praife* of the Youth 
Prom her own Tongue,—. From her own 


Tongue, 

Who now converted w as to Truth, 

And thus ihe fimg, — And thus (he fung* 

1 a Biiit 
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Biest Days when our fngen’ous Sfcx, 
More frank and kind, — --More frank ami 
kind, 

Did not their lov’d Adorers vex. 

But fpoke their Mind, — But lpokc their 
Mind, 

Repenting now (he promis’d fair, 

Wou’d he return,— -Wou’d he return. 

She ne’er again wou’d give Mm Care, 

Or caufe him mourn, — Or caufe him 
mourn. 

. Why Iov d I the dderving Sw ain, 

Yet ftill thought Shame, — Yet Bill 
thought Shame, 

When he my yielding Heart did gain. 

To own my Flame, — To own niy Flam e? 
Why took I Plealure to torment. 

And feem too coy, — *And feem too coy ? ; 
Which makes me now alas lament 
My flighted Joy, My flighted Joy. 
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Y s fair, while beauty’s in its Spring, 

1 Own your Defire, — Own your Defire, 

• Wliilc Love’s young Power with his Toft 
1- Wing 

Fa’ns up the Eire, — Fans up the Kre* 
O do not with a filly Pridir, . 

Or low Defign, •- Or low Defign, 

1 Rcfufc to be a happy Bride, 

But anfwer plain, — But anfwer plain. 

$ 

Thus the fair Mournc* wail'd her* 
" Crime, 

: With flowing Eyes,*- WkhfkwingEyes j 
i Glad Jamie heard her all the Time, 
With fweet Surprife, — With fwcec 
- Surprife. . 

i Some God had led him to the Grove, 

1 His Mind unchang’d, — His Mind un. 
chang’d j 

Flew to her Arms, and cry’d. My Love, 
■ I am reveng’d J -• lam reveng’d ! 

. 1 3 v*ny 
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Peggy, I muft love thee. 


A $ from a Rock paft all Relief, 

The Ihipwrackt Colin fpying 
His native Soil, o’crcome with Gricf^ 

Half funk in -Waves and dying; 

With the next Morning Sun he fpict 
A Ship, which gives unhoj ’d Surprifc, 
New Life fprings up, he lifts his Eyes 
• With Joy, and waits her Motion. 

r\ 

7/U\ . 

So when by her whom long I lov'd, 

I fcorn’dwas and deferted. 

Low with Dcfpair my Spirits mov d. 

To be for ever parted : 

Thus droopt I, till diviner Grace 
I found in P e G G t’s Mind and Face, 
Ingratitude appear’d then bafe. 

But Virtue more engaging. 

Then 


tr 
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Then now fince happily I’ve hit. 
I’ll have no more delaying, . 

Let ‘Beauty yield to manly Wit, 

Wc lole our felvcs in flaying i 
I’ll ha Ac dull Courtihip to a Clole, 
Since Marriage can my Fears oppofc. 
Why (hould.wc happy Minutes lofe. 
Since, Peggy , I muft love thee? 

Men may be foolilh if they pleaCc, 
And deem’t a Lover’s Duty, 

To figh, and facrifice their Eafe, 
Doating on a proud Beauty : 
Such was my Cafe for many a Year, 
Still* Hope fucceeding to my Fear, 

I Falfc Betty's Charms now difappear. 
Since Peggy's be outlhinc them. 



Beffy 
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Befly Bell and Mary Gray. 


A Befy Bell and Mary Gray, 

They are twa bonny Lades, 

They bigg’d a Bower on yon Burn-brae*’ 
And theck’d it o'er Wi’ Raflics. . 

Fair Bejfy Bell I loo’d Yeftrcen, 

And thought I ne’er cou’d alter j 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky Een,. 

They gar my Fancy falter. 


Now Bejfy's Hair’s like a Lint Tap, 
She (miles like a May Morning, 

When Phoebus Harts frae Thetis' Lap, 
The Hills with Rays adorning ; 

White is her Neck, faft is her Hand r 
Her Wafte and Feet’s fow genty, 
Withvlka Grace (he can command. 

Her Lips, O wow ! they’re dainty. 

. - * And 




r ■ 
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And Mary's Locks arc like a Craw,. 
Her Eyes like Diamonds glances, 

; She’s ay la clean, r.*dd-up and braw,. 

She kills when e’er (he dances : 

Blyth as a Kid, with Wit at Will, 

She bloomi> g tight and tall is ; 

And guides her Airs fee graccfu’ (HU, 

O Jcvt! (he’s like thy Pallas. 

m 

, Dtk*. Bejfy Bellini Mary Gray, 

Vc unco’ lair opprels us : 

Our Fancies jee between you twa, 

1 Ye are lie bonny Lafles : 

V.'ae’s me! for baith I caima get. 

To ane by Law we’re ftented j 
Then l’U draw Cuts, and take my Rite, 
And be with ane contented. 
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Til never leave thee . 


JONN Y. 

T H o' for fcven Years and mair Ho* 
nour fiiou’d reave roe. 

To Fields where Cannons raire, thou need 
na griere thee. 

For deep in my Spirir thy Sweets are in- 
dented. 

And Love (hall preferve ay what Love has 
imprinted. 

Leave thee, leave thee. I’ll never leave thee* 
Gang the Warld as it will, Dearcft, believe 
me. 

Nelly. 

. O Jenny t I’m jealous when e’er ye di (cover 
My Sentiments yielding, ye'll turn a Joofe 
Rover j 

And 


( «07 ; 

And nought i’the Warld wa'd vex my 
Heart fairer. 

If you prove unconftant, and fancy an 
fairer : 

Grieve me, grieve me,Ohic wad grieve me ! 

„ A’ the lang Night and Day, if you deceive 

me. 

J O N N Y. 

M v U r//y, let never fic Fancies opprefs ye, 

• Kar while my Bloods warm I’ll kindly 
cards ye; 

Your .Moomjpg faft Beauties firft beeted 
Love’s Fire, 

Your Virtue and Wit make it ay flame 
•the higher. 

Leave thee, leave thee, DU never leave thee. 

Gang the Warld as it will, Deareft, be* 
fceveme. 

Nelly. 

The*, Jinny, I frankly this Minute 
allow ye • 

•To think me your Miftrcfr, far Love gars 

. . me trew ye. And 
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And gin ye prove fa’fe, to yeV fell be it 
laid then. 

Yell win but fma’ Honour to wrang a 
kind Maiden : 

Reave me, reave me. Heavens ! It wad 
•reave me 

Of my Reft Night and Day, if yc deceive 
me. 

J O N N T. ■’ 

Bin Icefhogles hammer red Gauds on 
the Studdy, 

And fair Simmer Morning! nae mair ap- 
pear ruddy, ^ 

Bid Britons think aeGate, and when they 

But never till that Time, believe I’ll be- 
tray ye : 

Leave thee, leave thee, I’ll never leave thee- 

The S tarns (hall gang wither (hins e’er I 
deceive thee. 

• • % • 
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My Deary, if tbou die. 

L OVE never more fhall give me Pain* 
My Fancy’s fix’d on thee; 

Nor ever Maid my Heart (hall gain. 

My Pigg’jt if thou die. 

Thy Beauties did fuch Pleafure give. 

Thy Lov’s fo true to me : 

Without thee I (hall never live. 

My Deary, if thou die. 

I f Fate (hall tear thee from my Bread, 
How (hall I lonely dray ? 

In dreary Dreams the Night I’ll wade. 

In Sighs the filent Day. 

I ne’er can fo much Virtue find. 

Nor fuch Perfe&ion fee j 
: Then I’ll renounce all Woman-kind, 

My after thee. 

K No 
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No new blown Beauty fires my Heart, 
With Cupid’s raving Rage, 

But thine which can fuch Sweets impart, 

S Muft all the World engage. 

Twas this that like the Morning-Sun 
Gave Joy and Life to ire. 

And when its deftin’d Day is done. 

With Peggy let me die. 


And in fuch Pleafure (hare; 

You who its faithful Flames approve. 
With Pity view the Fair. 


Oh! never rob them from thofe Arms; 
.Pm loft, if Peggy die. 


YE Powers that fmile on virtuous Love, 


Reftore my Peggy's wonted Charms, 
Thofe Charms fo dear to me: 


. 


C 
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My Jo Janet. 

• 

C W EET Sir* for your Courtcfie,. 
^ When yc came by the Baf* then. 
For the Love yc bear to me. 

Buy me a Kceking-glafs then. 

Keek inf the Dr aw well 
Janet, Janet, 

And there ye'll fee ye'r bonny felly 
A ly Jo Janet. 

m 

\ • . 

Keeking in the Draw-well clou: 
What if I (hou’d fa’ in, 

Syn a* my Kin will fayand fwear 
I drown’d ray (ell for Sin. 

Ha'd the better be the Brae, 

. Janet, Janet, 

Ha'd the- better be the Brae, 

My Jo Janet. 
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Good* Sir, for your Court efic. 
Coming through Aberdeen then. 
For the Love ye bear to me 
Buy me a Pair of Shoon then. 
Clout the auldy the new are dear, 
Janet, Janet; 

Ae Pair may gain ye hajf a Year, 
My Jo Jaflcr. 


w 

But whar if dancing on the Greets 
And skipping like a Mawking, 

If they footl’d fee my douced Shoon, 

Of me they will be faulting. 

Dance ay laigh and' lata at E'en, 

Janet, Janet; 

Syne a' their Toots will no ho feen. 

My Jo Janet. 

Kinn 




Kind Sir, for your Courtefie, 

! When ye gae to the Crofs then. 
For the Love ye beat to me, 

; Buy me a pacing Horfe then. 
Pace upo' your Spinning-wheel, 
Janet, Janet j • 

Pace upo' your Spinning-wheel, * 
My Jo Janet. 


Mr Spinning-wheel is auldand ftiff. 

The Rock o’t winna ftand. Sir, 

To keep the Temper-pin in tiff 
Employs aft my Hand, Sir j 
i Make the heft o't that ye can, 

Janet, Janets 

But like it never wale a Man , 

, My Jo Janet. 

SONG 
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To the Tune of, John Anderfon my Jo. 

w t r Hat means this Nicenefs now of late. 
Since Time that Truth docs prove S 
Such Diftance may confift with State, 

But never will with Love. 

Tis either Cunning or Difdain 
That does luch Ways allow ; 

The firft is bafe, the laft is vaiA: 

May neither happen you. 


& 

Fo n if it be to draw me on. 

You over-aft. your Part; 

And if it be to have me gone. 

You need not haff that Art : 

For if you chance a Look to calf. 

That feetm to be a Frown, . 

I’ll give you all the Love that’s pall, 

T)k reft Ihall he my ow*. 

Any* 
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Auld Rob Moris, j 

. • 

M I T H E R. 

A Ul d Moris that wins in yon Glen, 

He’s the King of good Fellows, an<I 
Wale of auld Men, 

Has fourfcorc of black Sheep, and fbur- 
fcorc too j 

Auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. 

BOUGHT ER. 

H a’d your Tongue Mither,and let that abce> 
For his Eild and my Eild can never agree : 
They’ll never agree, and that will befeen 
For he is Fourfeore, and I’m but Fifteen. 

M 1 T H E R. 

Ha’d your Tongue, Doughter, and lay 
by your Pride, 

For he's be the Bridegroom, and ye's be 
the Bride ; 

He (hall ly by your Side, and kifs ye too, 
Auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. 

DOUGH j 


V* 
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D O V a H T E R. 

0 

Avid Rob Mans I ken him fbu wed. 

His A-- it fticks out like ony Pcet-Creel, 
He’s out-ihin’d^n-kneed and ringlc-cyd tooj 
Auld Rob Mar'u is the Man ntac'fcr loo. 

M IT HE H. 

T ho’ auld Rob Maris be an elderly Man, 
Yet his auld Brafs it will buy a new Pan; 
Then, Doughtcr, ye Ihoudna be lac ill to \ 
Ihoo, 

For atdd Rob Moris is the Man ye aiaun 
loo. 

DOUGHTER- I 

But auld Rob Maris I never will hae. 

His Back is (ac ftiff,and his Beard is grow a 1 
gray: ; 

1 had titter die than livf wi’ him a Yews 
Sac mux of Rob Mom X neve wiU bear. 

a 

i 

SONG. 
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To the Tune of. Come kifi with me, come 
clap with me, ere. 


PEGGY. 

M Y Jocky blyth for what thou haft 
done. 

There is nae help nor mending ; . 

For jhou haft jog’d me out of Tune, 

For a’ thy fair pretending. 

My Mither fees a Change on me. 

For my Complexion dalhes. 

And this, alas ! has been with thee 

| Sac late arnang the Kalhes. 

joerr- 

. 
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M r Peggy, what I’ve Grid I’ll do. 
To free thee frac her Scouling; 
Come then and let us buckle to, 
Nae langer let's be fooling : 

For her Content I’ll inftant wed. 
Since thy Complexion dalhes j 
And then we’ll try a Feather-bed, 
Tis faftcr than the Rallies. 


PEGGY, 


Thin Jocky fince thy Lov’s fac true. 
Let Mither Icon], I’m eafy : 

Sac langs l live I ne'r (hall rue 
For what I’ve done to pteafe thee. 
And there’s my Hand I’s ne’er complain. 

O ! wells me on the Ralhes j 
When e’er thou likes I’ll do’t again. 
And a Feg for a’ their dallies. 




\ 
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To (he Tune of Rothes ’ j Lament } or t Pin- 
ky-Houfc. 

A S Silvia in a Forreft lay 

To vent her Woe alone J 
Her Swain Sylvandtr came that Way, 
And heard her dying Moan. 

Ah ! is my Love ((he (aid) to you 
So worthlefi and To vain : 

Why is your wonted Fondnefs now 
Converted to Difdain ? 

You vow’d theLight Ihou'd Darkncfs turn 
E’er you’d exchange your Love j 
In Shades now may Creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 

Was it for this I Credit gave 
To every Oath you fwore ? 

But ah ! it feems they moft deceive 
Who moft our Charms adore. 

Tis 
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*Tis plain yourJDift was all Deceit, 

The Pra&ice of Mankind : 

Alas ! I fee it but too late, 

Mjr Love hath made me blind. 

For you, delighted I could die : 

But Oh I with Grief I’m fill’d 
To think that credulous conftant I 
Should by your (elf be kill’d. 

This (aid, —all breathlefs, fick and pafe^ , 
Her Head upon her Hand, 

She found her vital Spirits fail. 

And Scnles at a Stand. 

Sylvander then began to melt: , 

But e’re the Word was given 
The heavy Hand of Death flic felt. 

And figh’d her Soul to Heaven. 

M. 
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The Toung Laird and Edin- 
burgh Kary. 


XT Ow war ye wha I met Ycftreen, 
Coming down the Street, my Jo, 
My Miftrcfs in her Tartan Screen, 

Fow bonny, braw aud fwccr, my Jo? 

My Dear, quoth I, Thanks to the Night 
That never wilht a Lover ill. 

Since ye’re out of your Mithei’s Sight, 
Let’s take a' Wauk up to the Hill. 

O Ratty, wiltu gang wi’ me. 

And leave the dinfomc Town a while. 
The Bloflom’s (prouting frae the Tree, 
And a’ the Summer’s gawn to fmilcj 

L The 

* % 
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The Maris, Nightingale and Lark, \ 
The Meeting Lent* and whiiUing Hynd, 
la ilka Dale, Green, Shaw and Park, 

Will nourtth Health and glad y’cr Mind. 


Soon as the dear Goodman of Day. 
Bends his Morning Draught of Dew, 
Wc’H gac to forne Bumiidc and play. 

And gather Flowers to busk ye*r Brow. 
Well poti the Dailies on the Green, 

The luckcn Go wans frac the Bog; 
Between Hahck now 'and then wc*U lean* 

And fport upo’ the Vdvct Fog. 

. • 4 * •' 


Theie’sup into a pleaiam Glen, 

A wee Piece frac my Father’s Tower, 

A canny, Clft and fiowry Den, 

Which circling Birks have form’d a Bower: 
When e'er the Sun grows high and warm 
We'll to the cauQcr Shade remove. 

There will I lock thee in mine Arm, 

And love and idfi, and kifs and love. 

KaTTX : 
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K a t vV Ah finer. 

M Y Mithcr’s ay glowran o’er me, 

•ft o’ (he "did the fame before me, 

I canna get Leave, 

. To look to my Loove, 

Or elfe (hell be like to devour me. 

^Cight fain wad I take yc*r Offer, 
Sweet Sir, but 111 tine my Tocher,, 

Then, Sand y, yell fret. 

And wyte y’er poor Kate, 
When e’er ye keck in your toom Coffer. 
k For tho’ my Father has Plenty 

Of Siller and Plenifh ng da ; nty, 

« Yet he's unco fweer 

* To twin wi’ his Gear, 

AruT lie we had need to be tenry. • 
‘Tutor my Parents wi* Caution, 

Be wylie. m i^ka Motion, 

Brag well o’ ye’r Land, 

, And there’s my leal Hand, 

’ Win them. 111 be at your Devotion. 

Ls MARY 
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MAR T S C O T. 


H 


Appt’s the Love which meets Re> 

' f : ; ■ J 

runt, 

When in foft Flames Souls equal bum i 
But Words are wanting to difeover 
ThcTorments of a hopclcfs Lover. 

Ye Regifters of Hcav’n, relate. 

If looking o’er the Rolls of Fate, 

Did you there fee me mark’d to marrow. 
Id ary Scot , the Flower of Yarrow. 

EL 

Ah no! her Form’s too heavenly fair. 
Her Love the Gods above muft fliarc. 
While Mortals with Defpair explore her. 
And at a Di fiance due adore her. 

O lovely Maid, my Doubts beguile T 
Revive and blc(s me with a Smile, 

.Alas if not, you*lI foon debar a 
Sighing Swain the Banks ©f Yarrow. 

. * Bm 
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Bi hufh, ycFo^.Vj’Jl not defpair, 
My Mary's tender as fh£s fair} 

Then I’ll go tell her all mine Anguifh, 
% is jtoo good to let me languifli ; 

With Succels crown’d. I’ll not envy 
The hoiks who dwell above the Sky, 
When Mary Scot's become my Marrow, 
We ll make a Paradicc on Yarrow. 


O'er BOGIE. 

I Will aw a wi' my Love, 

I will aw a' wi' her , 
jho' d * my Kin had f worn and [aid , 
fU o'tr Bogie wi' her. 

If I can get but her Confcnt, ; 

I dinna care a Strae, 

Tho ilka ane be difeontent, 

Awa’ wi’ her I’ll gae. • 

I will awa'. See. 

L $ F©$ 
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For. now (lie’s Miftrefs of my Heart, •. 

And wordy of my Hand, 

And well I wat we (hanna’ part 
Fofr Siller or for Land. 

Let Rakes delyte to fwcar and drink. 

And Beaus admire fine Lace, 

But my chief Pleafurc is to blink 
On Betty's bonny Face. 

2 will an- a' See. 

1 here a' the Beauties do combine,. 

Of Colour, Treats and Air, 

The Saul that fparkles in her Ecu 
Makes her a Jewel rare ; 

Her flowing Wit gives fliining Life 
To a' her other Charms, 

How bled I’ll be when (he’s my Wife, 

And loekt up.in my Arms. 

I will awa\ Sec. 

There blythly will I rant and fing, 
hilc o*er her Sweets I range. 

I’ll cr y> Y°ur Humble Servant, King, 
Siumeft’ theyn chat wa’d change ; 
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A Kifsof Betty and a Smile, 

Abcet ye wad lay down. 

The Right yc ha’c to Britain's Ifle, 
And offer me ye’r Crown. 

I will aw a’, See. 



O y er the Moor to M a gg y. 



A N d Til o'er the Moor to Maggy, 
Her Wit and Swcqiefs call me. 


Then to my Fair I’ll (how my Mind, 
Whatever may befall me. 

If fhe love Mirth, I’ll learn to fing, 
Or likes the, Nine to follow. 

I’ll lay my Lugs in Pindus Spring, 
And inrocatc Af»Ua, 


1 1 
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I f (he admin a martial J^ind, ^ 
I’ll (heath my Limbs in Armour 5 
If to the fofter Dance inclin’d, h 

With gayed Airs I’U charm her; 

If (he love Grandeur, Day and Night 
I’ll plot my Nation’s Glory, 

Hod Favour in my Prince’. Sight, 

And (hine in future Story. 

m ' ' ‘‘t ; 

Beauty can Wonders work with Ealc,. : 

, ) w 

Where Wit is correfponding, . > . 

And braved Men know bcft to plcafc. 

With Complaifance abounding. , 

My bonny Maggy's Love can rant 
Me to. what Shape (he plcafes. 

If in her Bread that Flame (hall burn. 
Which in my Bofom blazes. 
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Polwart on the G R EE N. 

\ S3 

A T Polwart tn the Green 

If you'll meet me the Morn 3 . 

Where Lajfes do conveen 
To dance about the Thorn , . 

A kindly Welcome you (hall meet 
Frae her wha likes to view 
A Lover and a Lad complete. 

The Lad and Lover you. _ 

H. 

Let dorty Dames fay Na> 

As lang as e’er they pleafe. 

Seem caulder than the Sna’, 
i While inwardly they bleez. } 

But I will frankly (haw my Mind, 

And yield my Heart to thee. 

Be ever to the Captive kind. 

That langs na to be free. 
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A t felwsrt m die Green, 

Amang the new mawn Hay, 

\Vuh Sang* aad'thncing k«n' ' 

Wrll pats the hcartfomc Day. 

At Uight if Bed the o'er t bring laid. 

And thon hr twin'd of thine, 
ihou fljdlt be welcome, my dear Lai, , 

To take a Part of mine. 

»V. A 

coacoc S3 5355S55S5 

% 

John HayV Bonny LaJJie. 

- ® 

• « *. , 

B Y fmooth winding Tay a. Swain was 
reclining, 

Afi cry’d he, Oh hey ! Maun I ftill live , 
pining 

My fell thus away, and darna difeover 
To my bonny Hay that I am her Lover? 4 x 

Nae V. 
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• N a e mair it will hide,the Flame waxes 
ftrangcr. 

If (he’s not my Bride, my Days are nae 
longer. 

Then 111 take a Heart, and try at a Ven- 


ture, 

May be, e’er wc part, my Yows may eon? 
tent her. 

ss . 

. She's freihas the Spring, andfwecta* 
Aurora^ 

When Birds mount and fing, bidding Day 
a Good-morrow. 

The Sward of the Mead, enamel’d with 
Dailies, 

Look wither’d and dead, when twin’d of 
her Graces. * 

Gg 

But if (he appear, where Verdures in» 
vite her. 

The Fountains run clear, and Flowers 

. fmcll the fwcctcr : 

Tia 
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•Us Heaven to be by, when her Wk i*a 
•flowing. 

Her Smiles and bright Eye fet my Spina 
avowing. 

as 

-Ths mair that I gaze, the deeper I’m 
wounded. 

Struck dumb with Amaze, my Mind is 

confounded: 

I’m all in a Fire, dear Maid, to carefl ye, 
lor a’ my Defite is HA r’s bonny Laflie. 



i 

i 
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Katharine Ogie. 


A S walking forth to view the Plain, 
Upon a Morning early. 

While May's fwcet Scent did chear mj 
Brain, 

From Flowers which grow fo rarely j 
I chanc’d to meet a pretty Maid, 

She Alin'd tho’ it was fogie 
I ask'd her Name j fwcet Sir, foe laid. 
My Name is Katharine Ogk. 

m 

I ftood a while, and did admire. 

To fee a Nymph fo llatdy > 

So brisk an Air there did appear 
In a Country*Maid fo neatly i 

M Such 
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frifh natural Sweecncfs Ike difplay'd. 

Like a Lillie in a Bogie ; 

Dump's fdf was ne'er array'd 
Like this lame Katharine Opt. 

0 

Thou Flower of Fcmals,Beauty’s Queen, 
Who fees ihcefure muft prize thee; 
Tho’ thou an dreft in Robes but mean. 

Yet thefc cannot diiguife thee ; 

Thy handibme Air, and graceful Look 
Far excdls any downifh Rogie > 

Thou'rt Match for Laird, or Lord or Duke* 
My charming Katharine Ope . 

0 

O were I but fomc Shepherd-Swain, 

To feed my Flock befide thee, 

Ac Boughiing-time to leave the Plain, 

In milking to abide thee, 

I*d think my fdf a ha pier Man, , 

With Kate, my Club, and Dogie, 

Than he that hugs his Thoufands ten. 

Had I but Katharine Ope . 

Thsn 



Digitized by Google 



( '35 ) 

Then I’d defpife the Imperial Thtone 
And Statefmen’s dangerous Stations ; 

I’d be no King, I’d wear no Crown, 
I’d (mile at conquering Nations; 

Might I carrefs, and ftill poflefs. 

This Lafs of whom I’m vogic ; 

For thefe arc Toys, and ftill look left. 
Compar’d with Katharine Ogit . 

m 

But I fear the Gods have not dccree’d 
Tor me ft> fine a Creature, 

Whofe Beauty rare makes her exceed 
-All other Works in Nature. 

Clouds of Defpair furround my Love, 
That are both dark and fogie. 

Pity my Cafe, ye Powers above, 

Elfc I die for Katharint Ogit. 


X. 
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Ann thou were myainTbing. 


O F Race divine thou needs muft be. 
Since nothing earthly equals thee; 
For Heaven’s Sake, Oh ! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee. 

Aon thou wort my ain Thing , 

1 would lovo thee, I would love thee, 
Ann thou were my am Thing , 

How dearly would l love theof 

The Gods one Thing peculiar have. 

To mine none whom they can lave > 

O ! for their Sake fupport a Slave, 

Who only lives to love thee. 

Ann thou were , dec. 

To 
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To Merit I no Claim can make. 

But that I lore, and for your Sake, . 
What Man can name. I’ll undertake. 

So dearly do I love thee. 

Ann thou were , &c. 

Mr Paflion, conftant as the Sun, 

Flames ftronger ftill, will ne’er have done 
Till Fates my Thrccd of Life have fpun. 
Which breathing out, 1’U love thee. 
Ann thou were , &c. 


L i k e Bees that fuck the Morning Dew, 

Ft ac Flowers of fweeteft Scent and Hew, 
Sac wad I dwell upo’ thy Mou, 

And gar the Gods envy me. . 

Ann thou were, See. 

M 3 ‘ 5*C 
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S a e lang's I had the Pfe of Light, 

I’d on thy Beauties feaft my Sight, 

Syn in faft Whifpers through the Night, 

I’d tcU how much I lo’d the*. 

Ann then were , See. 

How fair and ruddy is my Jean, 

She moves a Goddefs o’er the Green : 

Were I a King, thou (hou’d be Queen, 
None but my fell aboon thee. 

Ann thou were , See. 

Td grafp thee to this Brcaft of mine, 
Whilft thou, like Ivy or the Vine, 

Arround my ftronger Limbs fhou’d twinQ 
Form’d hardy to defend thee. 

Ann thou were. See. 

Time’s on the Wing, and will not (lay, . 
In lhining Youth, let’s make our Hay, 
Sintc Love admits of nae Delay, 

O let nac Scorn undo thee. • 

Ann thon.wtre , See. , 

Whih 

i 

i 

■ 

* • . i 
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\Y h 1 1 e Love does at his Altar (land, 

Hae there’s my Heart, gi’e me thy Hand, 
And, with ilk Smile, thou (halt command 
The Will of him wha loves thee. 


Ann thou were. dec. 



There's my Thumb Til ne'er 
beguile thee. 


M Y fweeteft A/«y,let Love incline thee 
T accept a Heart which he de- 
signs thee; 

And, as your conftant Slave, regard it. 
Syne for its Faithfulncfs reward it; 

Tis Proof-a-fliot to Birth or Money, 

But yields to what is fwcet and bonny; 
Receive it then with a Kifi and a Smily, 

, There’s my Thumb it will ne’er beguile ye. 
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How tempting fweet thcfeLipsof thine 
are. 

Thy Bofom white, and Legs (a fine are. 
That when in Pools I fee thee clean ’em. 
They carry away my Heart between ’em j 
I wilh, and I wi(h, while it gaes duntin, 

O gin I had thee on a Mountain, 

Tho’ Kith and Kin and a’ (hou’d revile thee. 
There's my Thumb I’ll ne'er beguile thee. 

♦ 

Aiane through flow’ryHows I dander, 
Tenting my Flocks, left they (hou’d wander. 
Gin thou’ll gaealang,ril dawt thccgaylie. 
And gi’e my Thumb 11! ne’er beguile thee. , 
O my dear Laflie, it is but Daffin 
To had thy Woer up ay niff naffin. 

That Na, na, na, I hate it moft vilely, 

O fay, Yes, and I’ll ne’er beguile thee. 

For' 

9 
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For the Love ofJEA 1F~ 

i 

J Ockt faid to Jeany, Jeany, wilt thou 
do’t ? 

Ne’er a fit, quo’ Jea*y 3 for myTochcrgood; 
For my Tochcrgood I wiiuu marry 
thee. 

Ecns ye like, quo’ Jonny^ ye may let it be. 


I ha’Gowd and Gear, I ha* Land enough, 

I ha’ feven good Owfen ganging in a 
Plcugh, , 

Ganging in a Plcugh, and linking o’er the 
Lcej 

And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be- 
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I ha* a good Ha’ Houle, a Bam and a Byer j 

A Stack afore the Door, I’ll make a rantin 
Fire $ 

LB make a rantin Fire, and merry (hall 
webe j 

And gin ye winna take me, I can letye be. 

jtr any laid to jkety, gin ye winna tell. 

Ye (hall be the Lad, I’ll be the Lais my , 
fell} 

Ye’re a bonny Lad, and Pm a La (lie free, . 

Ye’re wdcomer to tak me, than to let 
me be. 



SONG. 
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SON G. 

. To the Tune of, Peggt, 1 mttft love the** 

B Eneath a Beech’s grateful Shade, 
Young Colin lay complaining; 

He figh’d, and feem’d to love a Maid, 
Without Hopes of obtaining; 

For thus the Swain indulg’d his Grief, 
Tho’ Pity cannot move thee, 

Tho’ thy hard Heart gives no Relief, 

Yet, Peggy, I muft love thee. 

88 

Sat, Peggy , what has Colin done. 

That thus you cruelly ufe him? 

If Love’s a Fault, ’tis that alone. 

For which you (hould excufc him : 

Twa* 
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*Twas thy dear fdf firft rais’dthis Flame, 
■- This Fire by Which I tangnifh 5 
<Tis thou alone can quench the lame. 
And cool its torching Anguilh, 

a 

Fob. thee I leave the Cpormc Plain, 
Where every Maid invites me j 
For thee, foie Cattle of all my Pain, 

For thee that only llights me j 
This Love that fires my faithful Heart 
By all but thee's commended. 

Oh ! would ft thou aft fo good a Part, 
My Grief might fuon be ended. 

m 

That beauteous Bread fo loft to feel. 
Seem’d Tendcmcls all over. 

Yet it defends thy Heart like Steel, 

•Gainft thy defpairing Lover. 

Alas', tho’ it ftiould ne’er relent. 

Nor Colin's Care e’re move thee. 

Yet dll Life’s lateft Breath is fpent. 

My Ptggy» I mud lo*e thee. 

C 
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Genty Tibby, and finjy 
Nelly. 

To the Tune of Tibby Fcwler in the Glen. 

T IBBY has a Store of Charms, 

Her genty Shape our Fancy warms. 
How (trangely can her fina white Arms 
Fetter the Lad, wha looks but at her ? 
Frae ’er Ancle to her (lender Wafte, 
Thefe Sweets conceal'd invite to dawt 
her. 

Her rofie Cheek and riling Bread, 

Gar ane’s Mouth gufli bowt fbu’ o’Wa. 
ter. 

m 

NELLY's gawfy, (aft and gay, 

Frcfti as the lucken Flowers in May, 

Ilk ane that fees her, cries Ah hey ! 

She’s bonny, O I wonder at her ! 

N The 
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The Dimples of her Chin anil Cheek, 

And Limbs fac plump,invitc to daw t her, 
Her lips fee fweer, and Skin fee fleck. 
Gar mony Mouths befide mine water. 

38 

Now ftrike my Linger in a Bore, 

My Wyfon with the Maiden (bore. 

Gin I can tdl whiik I am for. 

When thefctwa Stars appear thegtther. 
O Lore! why d*ft thou gi’c thy Fires 
Sae large, while we’re oblig’d to neither^ 
Our fpacious S aids ImmenTe defires. 

And ay be in a hankerin S wither. 

98 

TiSB r\ Shape and Airs arehn^ 
And Nelly's Beauties are Divine j 
But fincc they canna baith be mine. 

Ye Gods give Ear to my Petition, 
Provide a good Lad for the tane. 

But let it be with this Provifioo, 

• . I get the other to my lane. 

In Profpcft piano and Fruition. 

> 
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Vf in the AIR. 

N Ow the Sun’s ganc out o’ Sight, 
Beet the Ingle, and fnuff the Light j 
In Glens the hiiries skip and dance. 

And Witches wallop o’er to France, 

Up in the Air 
On my bonny grey Mare, 
And I fee her yet, and l fee her yet. 

Up in, dec. 

$ 

The Wind’s drifting Hail andSna’, 
O’er frozen Hags like a Foot-Ba’, 

Nae Stams keek through the Azure Slit, 
*Tis cauld and mirk as ony Pit. 

The Man i’thc Moon 
Is carowfing aboon, 

D’ye Tee, d’ye fee, d’ye fee him yet. 

The Man, dec. 

N x Tam 
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Take your Glafi to dear your Een, 
Ti$ the Elixir heals the Spleen, 


Faith Wit and Mirth it will infpirc. 
And gently puffs the Lover’s Fire. 


Ha’e wi’ye, ha’e wi’yc, and ha’c wi’ye 
Lads yet. 

Up in , Sec. 



Steer the Doors, keep out theFroft, 
Come, Willie y gi’cs about ye’er Toft} 


And let us hac a blythfome Bout. 

Up wi’t there, there. 


Huzza, Huzza, and Huzza Lads yet. 
Up zui'ty See. 


Up in the Air, 

It drives away Care, 


Til’t Lads, and lilt it out. 


I 

i 


Dinna cheat, but drink fair. 
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Fy gar rub her o’er 'jui'Strae, . 

G I n ye meet a bonny La(lie, 

Gie *er a Kifs and let her gae. 

But if yc meet a dirty HulTy, 

Fy gar rub her o’er wi’ Strae. 

Be fure yc dinna quat the Grip 
Of ilka Joy, when ye are young. 

Before auld Age your Vitals nip. 

And lay ye twafald o'er a Hung. 

Sweet Youth’s a blyth and hartfome 
Time, 

Then, Lads and Lafles, while ’tis May y 
Gac pu' die Gowan in its Prime, 

Before it wither and decay* 

N j Ware 
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>cr atch the faft Minutes of Dclyte, 
When Jenny (peaks beneath her Breath, 
And kifles, laying a’ theWyte 
On you, if (he kepp ony Skaith. 

H Ai t h ye're ill bred, (hell fmiKng fey. 
Ye’ll worry roe, ye. greedy Rook; 

Syne firae your Arms (hell rin away. 

And hide her fdf in fome dark Nook. 

He* Laugh will lead you co the Place, . 
Where lies the Happincfe ye want. 

And plainly tell you to your Face, 

Nineteen Na-feys are haff a Grant. 

N o w to her heaving Bofom ding. 

And fweetly toolie for a Ki(s, 

Frae her fair Finger whoop a Ring, 

As Taikcn of a future Bids. 

These Bennifons, I’m very fure. 

Are of the Gods indulgent Grant ; 

Then, furly Gules, whilht, forbear 
To plague us with your whinniug Cane. 

PATIE 
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P A T I E and PEGGIE. 

P A t I E. 

■Q Y the dcliciousWarmncfs of thy Mouth, 

15 And rowing Eye, which failing tells 
the Truth, 

I guc6, my Laflie, that, as well as I, 

You’re made for Lore, and why foould yt 
deny. 

Peggie. 

But ken yc,Lad,gin we confefc o’erfoon. 

Ye think us cheap, an l fync the Wooing’s 
done : 

The Maiden that o’er quickly tines her 
Pow’r, 

Like unripe Fruit, will tafte but hard and 
fowr. . 

Path. 

But when they hing o’er lang upon 
the Tree, 

Their Sweetnefi they may tine, and lae 
may yt: 

Red 
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Red cheek’d you completely ripe appear, 
And I have thol’d, aid [ang half 

Year. 

P E G'V? 1 8 £. T# 

Then dinna pu’ me j gently thus I fa’ 
Into my Pane's Arms for good and a' : 
But ftint your Withes to this frank Em brace. 
And mint nac farrer till we’ve got the Grace. 

P A T I E. 

O charming Armsfbu ! Hence ye Cares 
away, 

m Hts my Treafure a’ the Eve lang Dayj 
A* Night I’ll dream my Kiflcs o’er again. 
Till that Day come that ye’ll be a’ my ain. 

Chorus. 

Sun, gailty down the WeJUin Skyes, 
Gang foon to Bed , and quickly rife , 

O lafli ye'r Steeds , pafs Time away , 

And hajle about our Bridel Day ; 

And if ye're weary'd, horufi light , 

Sleep giro ye likes Week that Night. 

1 be 


Digitized by Google 



( 'S3 ) 

The Mill, Mill, — -O. 

B Eneatn a green Shade I fend a fair 
* Maid 

Was fleeping found and ftill — O, 

A’ Iowan wi’ Love my Fancy did rove. 
Around her with good Will — O, 

Her Bofom I prefs*d,but funk in her Reft* 
She ftir’dna my Joy to fpil! — O : 

While kindly flic flept, dofe to her I crept* 
And kift'd, and kils’d her my fill — O, 

4 * 

Oblig'd by Command in Tlandtrs to 
land, 

Temploy my Courage and Skill —O 5 
Frae’er quietly I ftaw, hoift Sails and awa*. 
For Wind blew fair on the Bill — O. 
Twa Years brought me hame, where loud 
fraifing Fame 

Tald me with a Voice right (hill — O, 
My Lais like a Fool had mounted the Stool, 
Nor kend wha’d done her the 111 — O. 

1 Mair. 
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Milt food of her Chubs, with my Son 
saber Aims, 

1 ftrteag (peer'd bow (he'fcfl — Oj 
WT the Tear in her Eye, quoth (he, Lee 
medie^ 

Sweet Sir, gin I can cell —O. 

Love g*re the Command, I took her bp 
the Hand, 

And bade her a* Fean expefl«~ O, 

And nae took wan,fer I teas the Mdn 

Wha had done her the Deed my fcfl—O. 

My bonny fweet Lift on the gowany 
Graft, 

Beneath the Skilling Ull — O, 

If i did O&encc, Itc malm ye Amends 

Before I leave Piggy's- Mitt —O. 

O theNAIljMill — O, and the Kill, Kill —O, ( 

And die cogging of the Wheel - - O > 

The Sack and tbc Sieve, a’ thac ye maun 
leave. 

And round with a Sodgcr red— O. 

Colin 
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Colin and Grily farting. 


To the Turtc of. Woe's my Heart that ivt 
jhmld fnndtr. 

ttt I t h broken Words and down*caft 
W Eyes, 

s 

Poor Ctlin (poke his Paflton tender j • 
And parting with his Grify, cries. 

Ah ! woe*s my Heart that we Ihould (un- 
der. ' 

To others I am cold as Snow, 

Bnt kindle with thine Eyes like Tinder j 
From thee with Pain I’m forc’d to go. 

It breaks my Heart that we ihould fonder. 

• Chain’d to thy Charms I cannot range. 
No Beauty new my Love (hall hinder. 
Nor Time nor Place (hall ever change 
My Vows, tho’ wc’rc oblig’d to fonder. 

Thb 
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Thi Image of thy graceful Air, 

And Bcantics which invites our Wonder; 


( >5* ) 


Thy lively Wit and Prudence rare 
Shall (till be prelent, tho’ we funder. 

Dear Nymph, believe thy Swain in this, 
You’ll ne’er engage a Heart that’s kinder ; 
Then feal a Promile with a Kifs, 

Always to love me, tho’ we funder. 

Y e Gods, take Care of my dear Lais, 
That as I leave her I may find her: 
When that bid! Time lhall come to pals 
We’ll meet again and never funder. 


-J! 
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The Gaberlunzie-man. 

; yr»f* *«**+* 

T H e pauky auM Carle came o’er the Lee 
VVi’ many good E’cns and Days to mc^ 
Saying, Good wife, for your Courtcfic, 

Will ye lodge a filly poor Man. 

The Night was cauld, the Carle was wat, 
And down ayont the Ingle he lat j 
My Daughter’s Shoulders he ’gan to claj^ 
And cadgily ranted and fang ; 


O wow, quo’ he, were I as free. 

As firfl when I faw this Country, 

How blyth and merry wad I be ? 

And I wad never think Iang. 

He grew canty, and flic grew fain j 
But little did her auld Minny ken 
What tBir flee twa rogither were (ay’n. 
When wooing they were fa thrang. 

O' A KB 
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Asa O, be, aaa ye woe as black, 
As e'er the Crown of my Duty's Hac, 
;r* i was ky cbee by ay Back, 

Aad awa wf me thou (baa'd gang. 

Asti O, spsotb tkc, snn I were as white, 
* As etr cbe Scawr ky on the Dike, 
l'i deal sac braw, and Lady-like, 

A sd awa with thee Pd gang. 

a 

Biavisw cbe ora was made a Plots 
Tk» rate a woe before cbe Cock, 

Asti w^ety tberdwc the Lock, 

Aai adt to cbe Bene arc they gane. 

V? the Moca cbe sold Wife raile, 
st hex Lcauire mc cn her Gaife, 

Snc so cbe Servants Bed (he gacs 
To tpeer fee cbe £!? poor Mas. 

a 

$*s raedrctbeBed, where the Beggar ky, 
Tk± Scat was ca at d, he was away, 

She cape her Hands, err'd, Wak Iky, 

JFar kmc of our Gear wiB be gane. 

Some 
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Son ip ran to Coffers, and fome to Kifts, 
Bnt nought was flown that cou’d be mi ft. 
She danc’d her lane, cry’d, Praifcbeblcft, 
I have lodg’d aleel poor Man. 


Since naithing’t awa, as we can learn. 
The Kirn’s to kirn, and Milk to earn, 

Gac bun theHoufc,Lafi,& waken my Bairn, 
And bid her court quickly ben. 

The Servant gade where the Daughter by 
The Sheets was cauld, (he was away. 

And faft to her Goodwife can fay. 

She’s aff with the Gabcrlunzie-man. 

ss 

O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 

And haft ye find thefe Traitors again j 
For Ihc’s be burnt, and lie’s be (lain 
The wearyfou Gabcrluniic man. 

Soni*’ ra^c upo’llorfc, fomc ran a fit. 
The Wife was wood, and out o’er W it ; 
She cou’d na gang, nor yet cou’d the fit. 
But ay (he curs’d and (he ban’u. 

I f 

O z: Mean 
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Mian Time far hind out o’er the Lee, 

Fou fnug in a Glen where nanc cou’d fee, | 
The twa with kindly Sport and Glee, 

Cut frac a new Chccfc a Whang. 
TheTriving was good, it pleas’d them baith, . 
To lo’c her for ay, he gac her his Aith. 
Quo’ flic, to leave thee,. I will be kith. 

My winfome Gaberlunzic man. 

ss 

O kend my Minny I were wi’ you, 

Illfardly wad flic crook her Mou, 

Sic a poor Man (he’d never, trow,. 

Afrer the Gaberlunzic-man. 

My Dear, quo’ he, ye’re yet o’er young, 
And ha’ na Icam’d the Beggars Touguc, . 
To follow me frac Town to Town, 

And carry the Gaberlunzic on. 



Wi’ Kauk and Keel, 1 11 win your Bread, 
AndSpindlcs Sc W horics for them wha need* 
Whdlc is a gentle Trade indeed 
To carry the Gaberlunzic* *-o. 

I’ll 1 

. • , • -« ' . . . 4 . 
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I’ll bow my Leg and crook my Knee, 

! And draw a black Clout o’er my Eye, 

A Criple or Blind they will ca’ me. 

While wc ftiali be merry and fing. 

I. 

T he C O R ' U I A L. 

To the Tune of. Where Jhall our Good- 
man ly. 

H E. 

W Here wad bonny Ann\y, 

Alane nac mair yc maun lyj 
Wad ye a Good-man try ? 

Is that the Thing ye’re laking ? 

She. 

Can aLafs fac young as I, 

Venture on the Bridal Tye, 

Syne down with a Good- man ly ? 

I’m flecd he keep me waking. 

O 3 Nevib- 
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Ni v* t judge until yc try, 

Mak me your Goodman, I 
Sbanna hinder you to ly, 

. And deep till ye be weary. 

She. 

W ifAT if I (bou’d waking \f 
When the Hob^ys are gawn by, , 

Will ye tent me when I cry, 

XI r Dear, I’m faint and iry ? 

H E. 

1 n my Bofom thou fliall ly. 

When thou wakrift art or dry,. 

Healthy Cordial Handing by,- 
Shall prefently revire thee. 

She. 

T o your Will I then comply. 

Join us, Pricft, and let me try 
How 111 wi’ a Goodman ly, 

Wha on « Cordial girt me. 

Ew 


1 
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Ew Bought s Mur ion, . 


W III ye go tothcEw Benights, 

And wear in the Sheep wi’ me > 
The Sun ftiines fweet, my Marion \ 

But ntc haf fac fweet Mthce. 

1 O Marion's a bony Lafs, 

And the Blyth Winks in her Eye, 

And fain wad I marry Marion, 

Gin Manon wad. (narry me. 

Theke’s Gowd in your Garters, Marion, 
And Silk on your white Haute-bane : 
Fou fain wa3 I kite my Mnrmn 
At F’cn when 1 come ha me. 

There’s braw Lads in Eamjlaw, Marion , 
Wha gape, and glowr with their Eye, 
At Kirk what they fee my Marion j 
But nine of them. Iocs like me. 

Tvs 
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I’ve nine Milk Ews, my Marion, 

A Cow, and a brawny Qucy, 

I’ll gi’ them a’ to my Marion , 

Juft oij her Bridal Day; 

And ye’s get a green Sey Apron, 

And Waftcoat o’ the London Brown, 
And wow but ye will be vap’ring. 

When c’r yc gang to the Town. ’ 

Tin young and Abut, my Marion, 

Nane dances like me on the Green, 

And gin yc foriake me, Marion^ 

I’ll e’en gae draw up wi’ Jean ; 

Sat put on your Poarlmt, Marion, 

And Cyrtlc o’ the Cramafie : ‘ * ! 

And (bon as my Chin has na V Hair on, v 
I (hall come, weft and fee yc. 



,\ “ • *1+ T 
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The blythfome Bridal . 

F Y let us a’ to the Bridal, . 

For there will be Lilting there > 

For Jocky's to be married to Maggie, 

, The Laft we’ the Go w den Hair. 

And there will be Lang-kailand Pottage 
And Bannocks of Barley-meal ji 
And there will be good fawt Herring, 
To relifli a Cog of good Ale. 

Ty let us a ’ to the Bridal , &c. 

$ 

And there will be Sandy the Suror, 

And Will wi’ the meikle Mou > 

And there will be Tam the Blutter, 

With Andrew the Tinkler, I trow} 

’ And there will be bow’d legged Robbie, 
With thumbleft Katie’s Goodman ; 
And there will be blew cheeked Dowbie , 
And Lazurie the Laird of the Land. 

Ty let us, dec. 

A N s 
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And there will beSowlibber Vat'm * 
And plucky- fac*t Wat i’ the Mill, 
Capper nos’d Fra Mcie, and Oibbie , 

That wins in the How of the Hill* 
And there will be Alajler Sib bit, 

Wha in with Hack Bejfy did mool. 
With fnircIHng Lilly and Tib by, 

Th : Lafs that ft an Is aft on the StooL 
Ty let m. Bee. 

H 

And MaJft that was budded to Stteme, 
And cofc him gray Brceks to his Arfc, 
Wha after was hangic for Healing, 

Great Mercy it hap’ncd nae warfe- j 


And there will be gleed Gterd y farmers. 

And Kirjb with the Lilly whi e Leg, 
Wha gadc to the South for Manners 
And bang’d up her VVame in Mons-Me^ 
By Ut »t x Be c. 


And there will be Judea Afiltmrrie, 

And blinldn daft Barbara At c leg, 

Wi’ Flea-lugged, lhamy fac’t Laurie , 

Aad lhangy mau’d halucket Ategi 

And 
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And there will be Happer-ar&’d Nanfie, 
And fairy-f*c*t Flewri* by Name, 

Muck Aiadit, and fat hippie Grify , 

The Lafs wi’ the Gowden Warae. 

Ty let us, &c. 

* ‘ % 

And there wiil be Girn-again-Gibb y t 

With his gkkk Wife fenny Bell, 

And Mifle-fhm’d Mungo M'capie, 

The Lad that was Skipper himfcl. 

There Lads and Lades in PearGngs 
Will feaft in the Heart of the Ha> 

On Sybows, and Rifarts, and Oarlmg ^ 

Thar are baith fodden and raw. 
lylet us, dec. 

O 

And there will be Fadges and Brachcn,' 

/ With of goodGabbocks of Skate, 

Po wfowdie, and Drammock and Crowdic, 
And caller Nowt*feet in a Plate j 
And there will be Partans and Buclrics, 
And W hy tens and Speldings enew. 

With finged Sheep-heads, and a Haggles' 
And Scadlips to fup till ye fpew. 

FyJet hi, &c. Alfl) 
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And there will be lapper’d Milk Kebbuck^ • 
And Sowcns, and Farles, and Baps, 
'With Swats, and well feraped Paunches, 
And Brandy in Stoups and in Caps 5 t 
And there will Be Meal-kail and Caftocks . 

WithSkink to fup till ye rive, ! 

And Roafls to roaft on a Brander, 

Of Flow ks that were taken alive. * 

Fy let us. See. 

3 

Sc* apt Haddocks, W ilks,Dulfe and Tangle, 
And a Mill of good Snifhing to prie ; 
When weary with Eating and Drinking, 
Well rife up and dance till we die. 

Then fy let us a y to the Bridal , 

For there will be Lilting there. 

For Jockyv to be married to Maggie, 

The Lafs wi* the gowden Hair. 
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The Highland Laddie. 

r | s H E Lawland Lads think they are fine, 

• ^ But O they’r vain and idly gaudy ! 

: How much unlike that gmccfu’ Mein, 
And manly Looks of my HighlandLaddie? 

0 my bonny bonny Highland Laddie , 

My band form charming Highland Laddie: 
May Heaven dill guard , and Love reward 
Our Lawland Lafs and her Highland Laddie. 

1 f I were free at Will to chufc 

To be the weahhieft Lawiand Lady,' 
I’d take young Donald without Trews, 
With Bonnet blew and belted Plaidy. 

0 my bonny , ice. 

, The braweft Beau in Borrows-Town, 

In a* his Airs, with Art made ready, 
Compand to him, he’s but a Clown; 
He’s finer far in’s Tartan Pkidy. . - 
,> O- my bonny , -dec. 

P O’er. 
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O’m benty Hill with him 111 run, 

• .'And leave my Law land Kin and Dady. 
Frae Winter’* Guild and Summer’s Sun, 
He’ll fcrccn me with his Highland Plaidy. 
0 my bonny , Stc. 

A painted Room and Silken Bed, 

May plcafc a Lawland Laird and Ladyj> 
But I can kifi and be as glad j»,{ 
Behind a Bulh in’s. Highland Plaidy. 

<0 my bonny } dec. ’ . 

Few Compliments between us pais, - 
I ca’ him my dear Highland Laddie, j 
AM he ca’s me his Lawland Lais j 
Syne rows me in beneath his Plaidy. . 
O^ny. bonny dec. 

N as greater Joy 111 e’er pretend. 

Than that his Love prove true and Heady 
like mine to him, which ne’er lhall end. 

While Heaven preferves my Highland 
Laddie. 

0 my^bonny dec. 


jilUn 
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ALLAN-WATER*. r 

Or, My Love- Annie’ i very bonny. 

W Hat Numbers foall the Mufc repete ? . 
What Vcrfe b« found to praife 
, my Annie ? 

On her ten thoufcnd Graces wait, - 
EachSwain a(tair«,Wowm ftic’ibonrr. 

9ince firft (he irodc the happy pl ”"> 

*-je She feteach youthful Heart on nre,* 
Each Nymph docs to her Swain complain. 
That Annie kindles new Defire. 

t; 

This lovdy Darling dcareft Care > 

This new Delight, this charming Annie , 
Ukc Summer's Dawn, foe’s frefo and fair. 
When Flora's fragrant Breezes fan yf. 

All Day the am'rous Youths convccn, . 

Joyous they fport and play before her ; 
All Night, wbci4foe no more is fecn. 

In blefsful Dreams they foil adore her. 

Pi Amoks 
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|m« 6 the Crowd Amrmt * came, 
Hekx*'4,bclooT'd,hc bow’d u> Await j 
y«ahagSg*Beiprt6hb Flame, 

Ha Wards were few, hb WHbcs many. 


la»i Shepherd wby&oold I deceive ye? 


AW yees- 

Lore «ts& be deny'd. 

Tas dd 

in d Brail can ne'er rdfere ye. 

I«ti* I 

imnmcmnefwkh Card's Art, 

faVatcs. bis S— Ter, his Charms be* 

He ftouexi 

lay my ragwRon, 

Ccafe, ? 

xr ^Awtirjcafc bewailing. 

Se®c sn$J 

wer Beamy yon may find. 

Cteycm 

is Piasa the Nympho are many, 

j^esdmk 

: feme Heart char’s unconfin’d. 

Aaikn 

tta Dsmtm hb own Ante. 

c 
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The Colliers bonny LaJJie % 

T HE Collier hasa Daughter, 

And O flic’s wonder bonny,.. 

A Laird he was that foughr her, 

Rich baith in Land and Money; 

The Tutors watch’d the Motion 
Of this young honcfl Lover, 

But Love is like the Ocean : ' 

Wha can its Depth difeover ? 

A 

H £ had the Art to pleafe ye. 

And was by a’ refpe&ed j 
His Airs fat round him eafy. 

Genteel, but unaffe&ed 
The Collier's bonny Laflie 
Fair as the new blown Lillie, 

Ay fwcer, and never faucy, 

' Secur’d the Heart of Willy, 

H < 



( '74 ) 

H e lov’d beyond Ex predion. 

The Charms that were about her. 
And panted for Pofldfion, 

His Life was dull without her. 
After mature rcfolving, 

Clofs to his Bread he held her. 

In lifted Flames diflolving. 

He tenderly thus tdl’d her. 

& 

Mt bonny Collier’s Daughter, 

. Let nacthing difeompofe ye, 

Tis no your (canty Tocher 
Shall ever gar me loft ye; 

For I have Gear in Plenty, 

And Love lays, ’tis my Duty 
To ware what Heaven has lent me. 
Upon yoor Wit and Beauty. 





Where 
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Where HELEN lies. 
TO' ■ — in Mourning, 


A H why thofc Tears in Nt Hit's Eyes, 
To hear t hy tender Sighs and Cries, 
The Gods (land lift’ning from the Skies 
Pleas'd with thy Piety. 

To mourn the Dead, dear Nymph, forbear. 
And of one dying take a Care, 

Who views thee as an Angel fair. 

Or fome Divinity. 

O be left graceful or more kind. 

And cool this Fever of my Mind, 

Caufed by the Boy fevere and blind. 

Wounded I figh for thee > 

P 4 While 

}/ 
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While hardly dare 1 hope to rift 
To fiich a Height by Hymen's T yes,* 

To lay roe down where Helen lyes 

And. with thy Charms be free. 

/ m\. 

Then muft l hide my Love aod die. 
When fiich a foverdgn Cure is by ) 

No, fhc can love, and IH go try, 

Whate’re my Fate may be, • 
Which (bon 111 read in her bright Eyc% 
With thoft dear Agents Til advift, (Lies, 
The)' tell the Truth, when Tongues tell 
' The kail believ'd by me. 
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SON G 


To die Tune of Gallowjkitls, 

A H the Shepherd’s mournful Fate,1 

When doom’d to love, and doom’d 
to languifh. 

To bear thtf fcomful fair one’! Hate, 

Nor dare difdofe his Anguifh. 

Yet eager Looks, and dying Sighs, 

My fecret Soul difcover$ 

While Rapture trembling thro’ my Eyes, 
Reveals how much I low her. 

The tender Glance, the redning Check, 
O’erfpread with rifing Blufhes, 

A thoufand various Ways they fpeak 
A tboufand various Wiihes. 

For 
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For Oh! that Form fo heavenly fair, 
Thofe languid Eyes fo Tweedy fmiling, 
That artlcfs Blufh and modeft Air, 

So fatally beguiling. 

Thy every Look, and every Grace, 

So cliann when e’er I view thee. 

Till Death o’ertake me in the Chace, 

Still wiD my Hopes purfue thee j 
Then when my tedious Hours are pafl^ 
Be this laft Blcffing given. 

Low at thy Foot to breath my laft* f 
And die m Sight of Heaven. 

M 





CON- 





Digiti zecfby Go t > ^ 



CONTENTS 


The following marked C, D, H, L, M, O t 
See. are new Words by different Hands , 
X, the Authors unknown \ Z, old Songs J 
Q. old Songs with Additions. 

Page. 


3 

S 

7 

9 

>3 

x8 


B UfliaboonTraquair, C. 

Tho’ Beauty like the R.ofe, D. 
Twced-fidc, C. 

Is Hamillia then my own, S. 

Muirland WUly, Z. 

When we meet again Phely, M. 

Ye Powers, was Damon then fobleft,R.i£ 
The faithful Shepherd, O. 2i 

Why bangs that Cloud, e rc. H. zg 

Broom of Cowdcn Knows, S.R. if 

O lovely Maid, how dcar’sthyPower^L. 27 
Y c Gods, was Srrcphon then lo bleft, L. 2 9 
Teach mcCloe how to prove, L. g 1 
Love is the Caufeofmy Mourning, X. a 1 

The 




Digitized by Google 



Ife cgstests. 

Tbc boomed Lasin ithe ""arid, C. <4 

HmLf%m+c grcsa Wood gsnc, Z. 37 

Ikucdnca bn* sew Gram, Z: ' "40 
Laa' j JumV, Q. 41 

Tbe Mat ww iar dbcct fyne, Z 49 

&nxk o'er cm Ban twees Barr, M. fj 
Ute aeany jpr tr a Moating, O. 54 

SuBTczedsa dtc Power ot Lore, G. jtf 

Lct-W«t, W - 57 

AH -WrtW,^ *5 

I tacd apr Fwtrr on her, X. «3 

i h»*s!m^L*ir,X. 47 

TWJLak* Yarrow, C 70 

Qxji -itc Bunt Dtrney C. #7 tz 

jit Our*. Toe, Giider Royj n ark ed 
a « Emw, dtou i OCX. 8* 

at Nwcks, X $0 


X^aDoanoe* Bum, €. 

* 9 5 

M* Dor* if uwii dze, C. 

ic* 

wwc. 

«i» 

Vi a: nans sis Njccae£*,X. 

1*4 

Ax’d ie» Mens* 

lie* 

M'* *ce»t brafcter wax tit* 

• had 

«WUC* X. 

117 

iti 5 n w « a Fomffar. Kf. 

XI* 

CKarnnc i>pe. X. 

US 

i>x:aeLs^ef few, 7 . 

141 

L mat kwedxc,C. 

*43 

Gibe:- 


Digitized by Google 



% 

CON T E N T S. 
Gaberlunzic Man, I f. 

Ew Boughts Marion, Qi 
Blythfomc bridle, 2. 


All Water, C. . 

A& ffc JAjtjikc'fjW 


1 8t 

M7 
1 6 S 
161 
171 

' 77 - 


The following without a Mark , the Words 
by Allan Ram (ay. 


l 

35 

45 

47 

5* 

15 


yiOnny Chrifty. 

The Boat man. 

Cantata. 

Saw na ye my Peggy. 

Tor our lane biding here. 

Hap me with thy Petticoat. 

Roufc up thy Reafon my beazaifu’ Annie.*! 
The Bod of Dumblame. 

The laft Time l came o’er the Moor. 7 ? 
The Lafs of Patic’s Mill. 

Green Sleeves. 

Yallow haird Laddie. 

Nanyo. 

Bonny Jean of Aberdeen. 

Throw rUc Wood Laddie. 

Auld Jang Pync. 
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Peggy I mult love thee. 

Belly Bell. 

I’ll never leave thee. 


75 

77 

75 

Si 

8 ? 

8 l 

97 

99 

7 OX 
IO 4 

10 6 
Wat 




Digitized by Google 



t tx CONTESTS, 


Wat ye wha I met yeftrecn. 

ill 

My Mother's ay glowran o’er me- 

ill 

Mary Scot the Flower of Yarrow. 

i*4 

O'er Bogie. 

ii* 

O’er the Moor to Maggie. 

1*7 

Polwart on the Green. 

lap 

John Hay's bonny La flic. 

IJO 

Ann thou wen mine ain Thing. 

n 6 

There's my Thumb rll nc»cr beguile 

> 

thee. 


Tibby Fowler in the den. 

*4T 

Up in the Air. 

147 

Fy par rub her o’er wi* Strae. 

149 

Pane and Fcgeic. 

All 

The Mill, MM--0. 

All 

Woe’s my Heart chat we fhoukl 1 under, i << 

Where will bonny Anne ly. 

1 61 

Highland Laddie. 

1*9 

Collier's Daughter. 

17$ 

Where Helen lyes. 

All 
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